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LIFTING  THE  MORTGAGE. 


“My!  but  it  certainly  is  tough  luck!” 
This  was  delivered  in  a disconsolate 
tone  of  voice  by  a sturdy  boy  of  sixteen 
as  he  stood  leaning  on  a fence  by  the 
roadside  and  gazing  across  a large  field 
of  corn.  “That  mortgage  is  falling  due 
in  just  a week  and  we  haven’t  a cent  to 
meet  it  with.  The  crops  have  amounted 
to  nothing,  there  has  been  so  much  rain. 
This  piece  of  corn  is  the  only  good  crop 
on  the  farm.  My!  but  it  surely  is  nice 
corn.  Why,  look!  the  stalks  are  taller 
than  I am.”  For  the  moment  in  gazing 
over  the  field  of  waving  tassels  the  boy 
forgot  the  imminence  of  the  approach- 
ing foreclosure,  but  his  thoughts  soon 
came  back  to  it.” 

“With  Dad  sick,  anyway,  to  lose  the 


old  home  would  just  about  kill  him. 
And  mother — she  looks  almost  as  thin 
and  white  as  Dad  does  and  I don’t 
know  what  we’d  do  if  she  were  taken 
sick  too.  I guess  the  only  way  to  keep 
the  old  place  is  for  me  to  find  a thous- 
and dollars  in  the  road.  That  wouldn’t 
be  quite  enough  but  it  would  probably 
serve  to  extend  the  mortgage  another 
year.”  The  boy  laughed  a little,  sadly, 
bitterly. 

Slowly  he  turned  away  and  started 
for  the  farm-house,  which  loomed  large 
and  comfortable  looking  a short  dis- 
tance up  the  road.  He  had  proceeded 
but  a little  way,  however,  when  he  heard 
a purring  sound  behind  him  which  rapid- 
ly increased  in  volume  and  soon  an 
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auto  shot  by,  enveloping  him  in  a 
cloud  of  dust.  The  boy  turned  his 
head  and  held  his  breath  to  avoid  being 
choked,  and  when  he  resumed  his  way, 
he  saw  lying  in  the  road  a piece  of  paper. 
Curiously  he  stooped  and  picked  it  up. 
It  was  oblong  in  form,  and  the  side  at 
which  he  was  looking  was  blank.  He 
turned  it  over.  At  the  top  of  the  paper 
were  two  pictures,  apparently  of  the 
same  man,  one  showing  the  front 
of  his  face,  the  other  his  profile.  The 
boy  glanced  down  at  the  printing  be- 
neath. “A  reward  of  $1,000,”  he  read, 
“for  the  capture  of  Matthew  Raymond, 
alias  Michael  Rathbone,”  and  then  the 
paper  went  on  to  state  that  the  man  had 
been  convicted  of  murder  and  incarcer- 
ated in  the  State  Prison,  whence  he  had 
made  his  escape  the  preceding  day. 
The  poster  concluded  with  a detailed 
description  of  the  man  and  a repetition 
of  the  offer  of  a reward  for  his  capture. 

“I  wonder  where  that  came  from.  I 
guess  the  aut  omust  have  dropped  it,” 
soliloquized  the  boy,  and,  crumpling 
the  paper  up  in  his  hand,  he  carelessly 
tossed  it  aside.  Then  he  stooped  and 
picked  it  up  again.  ‘‘Better  not  leave 
it  there;  it  might  frighten  some  one’s 
horse,”  he  muttered.  Slowly  he  walked 
on  and  soon  turned  into  the  yard  of  his 
home.  ‘‘Come  on  in  to  supper!”  cried 
his  mother,  appearing  in  the  doorway, 
“It’s  all  ready  and  you’d  better  have  it 
now  and  do  the  chores  afterward.” 
“All  right,”  agreed  the  boy,  and  he 
made  his  way  in  the  house  with  more 
alacrity,  for,  whatever  his  other  troubles, 
his  appetite  remained  unimpaired. 

Supper  over,  the  boy  hastened  out  to 
get  the  cows.  They  were  waiting  at  the 
entrance  of  the  lane,  all  except  the  old 
bull.  “Now  I wonder  where  the  old 
fellow  is,”  he  murmured,  “Probably 


he  broke  through  in  Smith’s  pasture. 
I noticed  yesterday  the  fence  looked 
rather  weak.  Well,  I’ll  milk  these  and 
then  go  after  him,”  and  he  drove  the 
cows  up  to  the  barn. 

Milking  over,  he  took  down  a halter 
from  its  peg  and  started  out.  “I  might 
as  well  cut  across  lots,  because  if  the 
old  bull  had  been  in  our  pasture,  he’d 
have  come  up  with  the  cows,  and  the 
only  place  he  could  have  got  into  is 
Smith’s  pasture;  so  there’s  where  I’ll  find 
him.”  Rapidly  he  swung  across  the  fields, 
for  it  was  already  growing  dusk,  and 
entered  the  cornfield.  The  tall  stalks 
closed  over  his  head  and  from  the  moment 
that  he  passed  the  first  furrow  he  was 
perfectly  invisible  to  anyone  outside. 

“Ugh!”  The  exclamation  came  jerk- 
ily from  the  boy’s  lips  as  he  stumbled 
and  measured  his  length  on  the  ground. 
For  a moment  he  lay  still,  for  he  had 
fallen  heavily,  and  in  that  momen  this 
ears  caught  a peculiar  sound.  Silently 
he  waited  and  it  came  again  and  then 
once  more.  Unmistakably  it  was  a 
human  snore.  “Someone  sleeping  in 
the  cornfield?  It  must  be  a tramp. 
Anyway  I’m  going  to  have  a look  at  it 
whatever  it  is.  Funny  he  didn’t  wake 
up,  though,  when  I fell  down.”  Thus 
soliloquizing,  the  boy  made  his  way 
silently  but  rapidly  toward  the  sound. 
In  a moment  or  two,  cautiously  parting 
the  stalks  in  front  of  him  with  his  hands, 
he  saw  before  him,  stretched  at  full 
length  on  the  ground,  the  figure  of  a 
man,  head  thrown  back,  mouth  open, 
and  deep  snores  issuing  therefrom.  An 
empty  bottle  at  his  side  explained  the 
deep  slumber. 

The  boy  perceived  all  this  in  a moment 
and  then  his  gaze  wandered  curiously 
to  the  man’s  face.  He  started  back, 
then  bent  forward  to  get  a closer  view 
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and,  suddenly  pulling  the  crumpled 
poster  from  his  pocket,  compared  the 
two.  There  could  be  no  doubt  about  it. 
The  man  lying  before  him  in  a drunken 
stupor  was  none  other  than  the  convict 
described  in  the  paper  which  he  held. 
What  should  he  do?  Should  he  go  and 
get  assistance  from  the  neighbors?  No, 
for  in  the  meantime  the  convict  might 
escape  and  then,  perhaps,  if  they  aided 
in  his  capture,  the  neighbors  might  claim 
some  of  the  reward.  He  must  secure 
him  himself,  but  how?  He  looked  at 
the  halter  in  his  hand.  There  was  the 
way,  but  did  he  dare  do  it?  What  if  the 
man  should  wake  up?  But  then,  that 
money  was  just  what  they  needed  and  it 
was  worth  taking  some  risk  to  save  the 
old  homestead.  He  would  take  the 
chance. 

Quickly  he  took  the  halter  apart  and, 
holding  the  straps  in  his  hand,  crept 
forward.  Nerving  himself  for  the  trial, 
he  picked  up  one  of  the  convict’s  out- 
stretched hands.  The  sleeping  man 
moved  his  head  a little.  Fearfully,  the 
boy  dropped  his  hand  and  sprang  back, 
but  the  man  snored  on  as  peacefully  as 
before.  Again  the  boy  advanced  and 
this  time,  working  feverishly,  drew  both 
the  convict’s  hands  onto  his  stomach, 
hurriedly  slipped  the  strap  about  his 
wrists  and  drew  it  tight.  The  man 
snored  steadilv  on.  Tremblingly,  has- 
teningly,  but  less  fearfully  now,  the  boy 


put  the  other  strap  about  the  man’s  legs 
and  drew  it  up.  Then,  more  confidently, 
he  reinforced  it  with  the  rope,  tying  fully 
a dozen  knots  at  frequent  intervals. 
He  would  have  liked  to  bind  the  man’s 
arms  to  his  body  but  dared  not  move  him. 
With  a final  glance  at  the  knots  and 
buckles  the  boy  sped  hastily  away. 

Breathlessly  he  burst  into  the  house 
and,  without  pausing  to  reply  to  the 
questions  put  by  his  astonished  mother, 
rushed  to  the  telephone  and  called  up  the 
sheriff.  One  minute  later  he  sank 
weakly  into  a chair  and  poured  forth  the 
story  in  disjointed  sentences  into  the 
wondering  ears  of  his  father  and, 
mother.  Twenty  minutes  later  the 
sheriff  and  his  posse  arrived  and, 
spreading  out  in  a huge  circle,  slowly 
closed  in  on  the  desperate  convict,  only 
to  find  him  sleeping  as  peacefully  as 
before. 

It  was  the  convict;  the  boy  had  made 
no  mistake.  The  holder  of  the  mort- 
gage, touched  by  the  story  of  the  boy’s 
daring,  extended  the  mortgage  upon  the 
payment  of  merely  the  interest  and, 
under  the  medical  care  which  was  ob- 
tained through  the  money  received  as  a 
reward,  the  father  speedily  recovered. 
Now,  the  farm  is  under  no  obligation 
and  the  boy  is  attending  a first  class 
school  with  a view  to  entering  an 
agricultural  college. 
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FOR  THE  CHAMPIONSHIP. 


“Say,  Tom,  will  you  come  up  to  the 
field,  this  afternoon,  and  teach  me  that 
drop  ball  which  you  use  so  effectively? 
I have  only  a very  bare  chance  of  de- 
feating Hilltop  High  School,  next  Satur- 
day, but  it  will  be  much  greater  if  I 
master  that  drop.” 

“All  right,  Dick,  I’ll  try  my  best  to 
teach  it  to  you,  but  it  is  a very  hard 
ball  to  control.  By  the  way,  is  it  true 
that  Ralph  Eaton  pitches  for  Hilltop?” 

“It  is  only  too  true.  Eaton  is  the 
best  pitcher  in  the  league  and  the  one 
man  who  stands  between  us  and  the 
championship.  Next  Saturday,  we  play 
Hilltop  for  the  championship,  and  Eaton 
will  surely  pitch.  The  trouble  is,  that 
our  team  is  afraid  of  him.  They  know 
that  they  can  beat  Hilltop,  for  they  did 
it  the  first  game  they  played  them,  and 
they  are  almost  equally  sure  they  can’t 
beat  Eaton,  for  they  didn’t  do  it  in  the 
second  game.” 

“But  you  can  beat  him,  can’t  you, 
Dick?” 

“No,  I don’t  think  I can;  he  is  a 
crack  pitcher.” 

Tom  said  nothing  more,  but  seemed 
rather  quiet  and  thoughtful.  Dick  noticed 
this  and  wondered  at  his  reticence, 
for  Tom  was  very  seldom  in  that  mood. 
However,  Dick  also  remained  silent. 

At  the  dinner-table  Tom  suddenly 
remarked,  “I’ve  met  that  Eaton  before, 
and  he  is  a fine  chap.” 

Dick  was  very  much  surprised  both  at 
the  suddenness  of  the  statement  and 
at  the  statement  itself,  but  he  simply 
asked,  “Where?” 

“I’ll  tell  you  about  it  after  lunch.” 

The  brothers  finished  their  lunch  in 
silence.  Then  Tom  proposed  that  they 


go  into  the  library  and  he  would  tell 
Dick  about  Eaton.  When  they  were 
seated  in  the  library,  Tom  commenced: 
“Of  course  you  know  that  I managed 
and  pitched  for  the  “Speedsters”  in  the 
Southern  League,  last  season.  No  doubt 
you  also  remember  my  speaking  of  a 
team-mate,  a fine  young  fellow,  and  a 
dandy  pitcher.  Well,  that  fellow’s  name 
was  Ralph  Eaton,  and  it  is  he  who 
pitches  for  Hilltop.” 

This  certainly  was  a great  surprise, 
but  Dick  returned,  “How  do  you  know 
he  is  the  Eaton  who  pitches  for  Hilltop? 
You’ve  never  seen  this  Eaton.” 

“I’ve  seen  his  picture  in  the  papers, 
and  I’m  absolutely  positive  that  I’m 
right.” 

“Well,  if  that’s  a fact,  I’m  going  to 
have  him  disqualified  for  playing  pro- 
fessional ball,  and  that  means  that 
Lakeville  will  win  the  championship 
and  that  I’ll  be  chosen  as  pitcher  on  the 
Interscholastic  nine.  It  also  means  that 
Ralph  Eaton,  the  wonderful  school-boy 
pitcher,  will  drop  out  of  the  lime-light, 
for  the  present  at  least.” 

“Wait  till  you  hear  my  story,  Dick, 
and  maybe  you’ll  change  your  mind. 
Two  years  ago,  Ralph  Eaton’s  father 
died , leaving  h is  mother  in  rather  straigh  t- 
ened  circumstances.  Ralph  imme- 
diately left  school  and  went  to  work,  to 
help  support  her.  His  pay  was  very 
small.  He  had  heard  of  the  large  sala- 
ries which  big  league  pitchers  received, 
and  he  decided  to  leave  his  work  and 
try  to  be  “taken  on”  by  some  minor 
league  team.  Accordingly  he  came  to 
me,  and  I tried  him  out.  He  was  a 
pretty  fine  pitcher  and  I can  easily 
understand  how  he  beats  you  high 
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school  fellows.  All  the  season  he  pitched 
sterling  ball,  but  at  the  end  he  asked  if 
he  could  buy  his  release.  I was  sur- 
prised and  asked  him  what  the  trouble 
was.  He  told  me  all  this,  and  added 
that  his  mother  had  inherited  a large 
fortune  and  that  he  intended  to  go  to 
college.  I helped  him  secure  his  re- 
lease and  I haven’t  seen  him  since.  As 
I’ve  said,  he  was  a manly  and  straight 
forward  fellow,  and  I can’t  understand 
why  he  should  stoop  so  low  as  to  pitch 
for  an  amateur  high  school  nine.  How- 
ever I will  call  on  him  tonight  and  find 
out.” 

After  this  story,  true  to  Tom’s  words, 
Dick  did  change  his  mind  and  even 
commenced  to  argue  in  Eaton’s  favor. 
“Tom,  don’t  go  up  to  see  Eaton  this 
evening,  but  stay  and  teach  me  that 
drop,  and  I’ll  beat  him  although  he  is 
a professional.” 

“I’d  agree  to  that,  Dick,  but  last 
evening  I spoke  at  an  alumni  meeting 
and  I said  that  every  fellow  should  grasp 
any  opportunity  to  help  his  Alma  Mater. 
The  odd  thing  is,  that  I used  a case  such 
as  this  Eaton  affair  to  show  how  a 
fellow,  true  to  his  Alma  Mater,  reported 
a fellow,  who  was  a “pro”  and  who 
played  foot-ball  on  a strong  opposing 
college  team.  Now  I must  live  up  to 
my  own  preaching,  and  I’m  simply 
going  to  ask  Eaton  to  resign  from  the 
base-ball  team,  for  I don’t  want  to  give 
the  matter  any  publicity.” 

Dick  tried  to  dissuade  Tom,  saying 
that  he  himself  was  a friend  of  Eaton, 
but  Tom  replied. 

“This  is  a matter  of  right  and  wrong 
and  of  loyalty,  for  without  Eaton, 
Hilltop  will  surely  lose  the  champion- 
ship to  Lakeville.  School-boy  honor 
must  not  be  considered  in  a case  like 
this.” 


Consequently,  that  evening  Tom  left 
the  house  to  call  on  Ralph  Eaton,  but 
Dick  went  with  him.  As  they  passed 
through  the  Square,  they  met  Eaton 
and  Dick  greeted  him  with,  “Good- 
evening, Ralph.” 

Tom  said  nothing,  but  upon  being 
introduced  to  him  said,“  I believe  I have 
met  Mr.  Eaton  before;  am  I right?” 

“I  don’t  think  you  are,”  replied 
Eaton,  “I  don’t  believe  I’ve  ever  seen 
you  before,  though  I’ve  heard  of  you.” 

“Didn’t  you  pitch  for  the  “Speedsters” 
last  summer?”  continued  Tom. 

“Oh!  I see.  You’ve  made  a mistake. 
You’re  thinking  of  my  cousin.  He  goes 
to  Harvard  now.  Did  you  know  him?” 

“Yes,  I knew  him;  he  pitched  for  the 
team  I managed.  You  certainly  look 
a good  deal  like  him.” 

After  explaining  to  Eaton  their  mis- 
take, Tom  and  Dick  left  him.  Then  it 
was  that  Dick  laughed  and  said,  “I  told 
you  so.”  However,  both  Dick  and  Tom 
were  glad  at  the  discovery  that  Eaton 
was  not  a “pro.” 

Saturday  afternoon  arrived  and  the 
weather  was  the  best  possible  for  a base- 
ball game.  The  sky  was  clear  and  the 
sun  was  shining  brightly.  The  Lake- 
ville-Hilltop  game  was  to  be  the  blue 
ribbon  event  of  the  base-ball  season. 
For  eight  years,  Hilltop  had  won  the 
championship  with  ease,  but  this  year 
the  newspapers  predicted  that  her  task 
would  be  more  difficult.  Dick  Richmond 
and  Ralph  Eaton,  the  two  leading  pitch- 
ers of  the  league,  were  to  be  pitted 
against  each  other.  The  newspapers 
also  stated  that  this  contest  besides 
settling  the  championship  would  decide 
which  pitcher  would  be  chosen  for  the 
interscholastic  nine. 

At  three  o’clock  the  game  started. 
Lakeville  had  won  the  toss  and  had 
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taken  the  field.  For  six  innings  both 
Dick  and  Ralph  held  their  respective 
opponents  in  control,  and  neither  side 
had  scored. 

In  the  seventh  inning  the  “break” 
came.  In  the  first  session,  Dick  retired 
Hilltop  easily,  but  in  the  second,  Ralph 
was  not  so  successful.  He  struck  out 
the  first  man,  but  passed  the  second. 
The  third  man  hit  safely.  Dick,  the  next 
batter,  came  up  smiling.  With  two 
men  on  bases,  here  was  his  chance  to 
win  his  own  game.  He  hit  the  first  ball 
pitched,  but  it  went  straight  into  the 
left-fielder’s  hands.  However,  there  was 
still  hope.  Bill  Stanley,  the  heavy  hit- 
ting shortstop,  was  now  at  bat.  Bill 
was  a good  “waiter”  and  managed  to 
draw  three  balls.  However,  one  strike 
had  been  registered  against  him.  He 
fouled  the  next  ball.  The  Lakeville 
rooters  were  yelling  for  a hit.  With  two 
strikes  and  three  balls,  Ralph  did  not 
dare  risk  a curve;  the  best  he  could  do 
was  to  shoot  one  straight  over  the  plate. 
Bill  stepped  up  to  meet  it  and  whacked 
a clean  single  to  right  field  scoring  the 
man  from  second.  The  crowd  was  in 
an  uproar.  It  was  the  first  score  of  the 
game.  Ralph  now  tightened  and  struck  out 
the  next  man,  retiring  the  side.  It  was 
a joyful  team  that  now  took  the  field. 
The  eighth  inning  passed  quickly  just  as 
the  first  six.  The  Hilltop  rooters  saw 
the  championship  slipping  away  and 
rallied  to  their  team’s  support  with 
great  cheers.  The  "spectators  realized 
that  they  were  witnessing  the  greatest 
game  ever  played  on  thefHilltop  High 
School  grounds. 

Now  was  Hilltop’s  last  chance  to  rally. 
Many  games  had  been  won  in  the  ninth 
inning  and  they  started  to  try  and  place 
this  game  among  the  many. 

The  first  Hilltop  batter  reached  first 


base  safely,  on  a hit  to  the  shortstop, 
who  threw  the  ball  too  late.  Dick 
passed  the  next  man,  issuing  his  first 
base  on  balls  of  the  game.  Dick  was 
getting  nervous.  He  felt  himself  weak- 
ening. The  crowd  was  standing  up  and 
yelling.  A hit  meant  a run.  Dick 
steadied  himself.  Now  was  his  chance 
to  use  the  drop  which  he  had  mastered 
after  a week  of  hard  practice,  but  the 
next  man  was  a weak  hitter  and  Dick 
struck  him  out  without  exerting  him- 
self to  a great  extent.  Meanwhile  both 
base-runners  had  advanced  one  base. 

Suddenlv  on  a signal  from  the  catcher, 
Dick  turned  around  and  threw  the  ball 
to  the  shortstop,  who  was  prepared  and 
who  caught  the  man  on  second  unawares 
and  tagged  him  out.  Then  he  shot  the 
ball  home,  but  the  man  on  third  had 
not  dared  to  steal  home  and  was  still 
hugging  third  base.  Dick  had  taken  a 
great  chance  and  his  plan  had  worked. 
It  was  now  two  out  and  there  was  a 
man  on  third. 

As  the  next  man  came  to  bat,  Dick 
smiled,  for  he  felt  confident.  He  threw 
the  first  ball  with  a peculiar  jerk.  It 
started  straight  and  high  and  then  sud- 
denly dropped  and  cut  the  inside  of  the 
plate.  “One  Strike!”  said  the  umpire. 

The  next  ball  was  just  like  the  first, 
and  the  batter  missed  it  by  a mile. 

“Strike  two!”  cried  the  umpire. 

Once  more  Dick  tried  the  “drop,” 
but  somehow  it  didn’t  drop,  and  went 
straight'Tor  the  plate.  The  batter  hit 
it.  No  one  saw  where  it  went,  though 
they  heard  the  "crack  of  the  bat.  But 
suddenly  something  struck  Dick’s  glove 
and  almost  before  he  knew  it,  he  picked 
it  up  and  threw  it  to  first. 

“Out  at  first!”  shouted  the  umpire. 

The  crowd  was  amazed;  Lakevillle 
had  won  1-0.  A.  M.  S.  T4. 
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NOT  THE  LETTER  BUT  THE  SPIRIT. 


It  was  the  noon  hour  and  the  stone- 
yard  of  Johnson’s  Granite  Works  was 
dotted  here  and  there  with  groups  of 
laborers,  busily  talking  together  and 
eating  their  midday  meal. 

There  was  one  group,  larger  than  the 
rest,  which,  from  the  noisy  haranguing 
that  could  be  heard  from  a distance, 
was  evidently  the  seat  of  a heated  con- 
troversy. James  Moreland,  foreman  of 
the  polishing  room,  was  there,  seated 
on  a broken  block  in  his  habitual  quiet 
manner.  Likewise,  George  Smith  was 
there,  not  seen,  but  heard,  for  easily 
was  he  considered  the  noisiest  man  in 
the  works.  John  Ray  was  there,  too, 
busily  engaged  in  eating  his  dinner  and 
now  and  then  stopping,  when  the  ar- 
guments became  unusually  stormy,  evi- 
dently to  weigh  in  his  mind  the  quality 
of  some  argument.  A score  of  workers 
were  included  also  in  the  gang,  some 
engaging  in  the  dispute,  others  like  John 
Ray,  merely  listening. 

“Moreland!”  Smith  was  heard  to  cry, 
“Have  you  told  the  manager  what  I 
said  to  you  about  there  being  a strike 
if  $2.50  was  not  paid  to  each  of  us  daily?” 

Moreland  replied,  “No,  Mr.  Smith, 
I have  not.  Sometime  ago  I told  you 
how  you  men  might  ask  in  a proper  way 
for  an  increase  in  wages,  and  I tell  you 
again  that  the  manager,  most  likely, 
will  be  willing  to  listen  to  your  griev- 
ances and  demands  and  make  such  ad- 
justments as  are  possible.”  Moreland 
continued,  “If  I felt  that  a majority  of 
the  men  under  me  were  desirous  of  more 
pay,  I mean,  that  they  were  not  sat- 
isfied with  their  present  working  con- 
ditions, I would  gladly  report  such  a 
circumstance  to  the  manager.” 

“Well,”  broke  in  Smith,  “if  I’m  not 


given  an  increase  of  25  cents  in  my  wages 
by  tomorrow  at  quitting  time,  I shall 
stop  work  then  and  there.”  “I  repeat 
my  words,”  stormed  Smith.  “After  to- 
morrow night  I shall  not  work  under 
you  again  for  $2.25.”  As  a final  threat, 
Smith  added,  “You  will  find  that  most 
of  your  force  are  going  to  quit  with  me.” 

The  next  evening  came  and,  as  neither 
Moreland  nor  he  had  consulted  with 
the  manager,  Smith  quit  work  at  the 
granite  works.  Five  other  men  left 
the  yard  that  night,  like  Smith,  not  to 
return  to  work  the  next  morning.  The 
manager,  on  hearing  that  six  men  were 
not  at  work,  gave  little  attention  to  their 
absence,  not  in  the  least  suspecting  that 
the  reason  was  a strike.  Business  was 
slack  but  even  though  the  polishing  room 
was  handicapped  by  the  leaving  of  six 
men,  more  work  was  accomplished,  since 
the  constant  rangling  of  the  factions 
had  hindered  the  usefulness  of  all  with- 
in hearing  distance. 

After  a week  had  passed,  all  five 
men  who  had  joined  Smith  returned  to 
their  accustomed  places  in  the  stone 
works,  not  in  any  case  because  they  had 
decided  the  strike  to  be  folly,  but  be- 
cause of  their  poverty.  Smith,  as  poor 
as  the  rest,  was  handicapped,  for  his 
large  family  required  double  the  income 
that  the  majority  of  the  workers  needed. 

Another  week  passed  on,  and  at  the 
beginning  of  the  third,  Smith  wended 
his  way  into  the  yard.  It  was  the  noon 
hour  and  among  the  groups  of  men  in  the 
yard  was  the  group  that  Smith  had 
talked  and  eaten  with  three  weeks  pre- 
viously. There  were  Moreland  and  Ray 
and  a score  of  other  workers,  including 
the  five  who  had  gone  on  strike  with 
Smith.  The  lone  striker  found  his  way 
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to  the  gathering. 

“Hello  boys!”  he  shouted,  “Hello 
Moreland!” 

The  salute  was  returned,  but  not  so 
warmly.  All  the  men  were  disgusted 
beyond  expression  with  Smith’s  fool- 
hardiness which  had  caused  him  to 
stint  his  family. 

“Moreland,”  said  Smith  “will  you  let 
me  work  under  you  for  two  dollars  a 
day?” 

“No,”  replied  the  foreman,  “the  wage 
is  $2.25  and  you  shall  be  paid  most 
gladly  the  regular  wage.” 

“I  don’t  want  $2.25,”  exclaimed  the 
wrathful  Smith.  “I  asked  you  for  $2.00 
and  that’s  all.” 

“Well,”  continued  Moreland,”  $2.25 
is  the  wage  paid  here.  I can’t  trouble 
about  extra  bookkeeping  for  you.” 

After  a half  hour’s  debate,  Moreland 


R eg/ s ter 


was  obliged  to  give  in  and  Smith  was 
allowed  to  work  for  $2.00  a day. 

Just  as  Smith  won  his  point,  old  John 
Ray  jumped  up  from  his  seat  on  the 
ground  and  shouted,  “George  Smith, 
you’re  a liar!  Three  weeks  ago  you 
said  you  would  never  work  here  again 
for  $2.25,  and  you  meant  $2.25  or  less! 
You’re  a liar!” 

Smith  ran  towards  Ray,  and  was  about 
to  knock  him  to  the  ground,  when  the 
group  closed  around  Ray,  and  warded 
off  the  angry  Smith. 

Ray  was  correct,  and  the  group  of 
hard  working  wage-earners  now  real- 
ized the  great  difference  between  the 
man  who  stands  and  talks  and  talks 
and  the  man  who  sits  and  listens 
and  listens  and  thinks  and  thinks. 

R.  A.  M.  ’14. 


THE  CALL. 


The  rolling  waves,  or  the  mountain  caves, 
Or  the  charm  of  an  inland  scene; 

The  shining  sands,  or  the  wooded  lands, 
With  meadows  stretching  between; 

The  ocean’s  roar  on  its  rocky  floor, 

Or  the  cry  of  the  bird  for  its  mate; 

The  merry  splash  and  the  breakers’ crash, 
Or  the  calm  as  the  evening  grows  late. 
Such  scenes  as  these  ne’er  fail  to  please, 
Or  waken  pleasant  mem’ries, 

But  after  all,  the  school-bell’s  call, 
Rings  out  and  breaks  our  rev’ries. 

H.  M.  C.  T4. 
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RICHARD’S  DECISION. 


“What  a splendid  fellow  Richard 
Huxley  is,”  said  one  broad-shouldered 
“Raleigh  Hall”  college  boy  to  a friend. 
‘‘Indeed  he  is,”  responded  the  one 
addressed.  “He  always  seems  so  sure  of 
himself,  very  quiet,  yet  always  ready  in 
an  emergency.  Why,  I have  seen  him 
quiet  an  audience  in  a panic,  as  coolly  as 
if  he  were  at  a graduation  exercise.  Then, 
too,  he  is  the  most  considerate  fellow 
imaginable,  always  ready  with  a pleasant 
word  and  a quick  act  of  kindness.  No 
wonder  he  will  receive  the  wooden 
spoon  next  June.” 

“Well!  See  you  at  the  practice  field,” 

and  the  two  separated. 

* * * * 

One  night,  two  years  before  the  con- 
versation just  narrated  took  place, 
“Dick”  Huxley,  as  he  was  known  to 
his  intimates,  sat  alone  in  the  library 
of  his  father’s  house. 

The  door  had  just  closed  behind  his 
angry  parent.  His  parting  words  still 
rang  in  Dick’s  ears. 

“I  will  give  you  tonight  to  choose  your 
way.  Either  you  must  decide  to  give 
up  your  present  associates  and  your 
bad  habits,  or  tomorrow  you  start  for 
the  Montana  ranch,  where  your  uncle 
will  at  least  try  to  make  a man  of  you, 
since  I have  almost  given  up  making 
you  a gentleman.” 

The  words  had  cut  deep,  for  secretly 
Dick  loved  his  father  more  than  any 
person  living,  and  the  realization  of  his 
standing  with  the  one  person  whose 
opinion  he  valued  hurt  more  than  he 
cared  to  show. 

Perhaps  some  would  think  that  Hux- 
ley senior  had  been  rather  harsh  in  thus 
abruptly  putting  the  case,  but  he  was 
weary  of  his  son’s  aimless  ways,  and  in 


characteristic  fashion  had  decided  to 
bring  the  matter  to  a head. 

The  subject  opened  and  entered  upon, 
Dick  had  attempted  to  evade  the  issue, 
and  with  assumed  nonchalance  had  in- 
timated that  he  guessed  his  father  had 
enough  dough  and  he  should  worry. 

Dick  was  really  a pretty  good  son, 
but  his  father’s  wealth  was  rapidly 
tending  to  induce  a too  careless  view 
of  life.  Now,  however,  the  crisis  had 
arrived  and  he  was  alone  to  face  it. 

Pacing  up  and  down  the  dark  room, 
his  hands  behind  him,  he  weighed  the 
situation.  After  all,  there  were  so  many 
disadvantages  attendant  upon  all  walks 
of  life. 

Law  was  his  father’s  profession,  which 
he  followed  tirelessly,  wisely  keeping 
unknown  his  strong  desire  to  have  his 
son  succeed  him.  There  was  so  much 
routine  work,  Dick  thought.  He  would 
be  too  much  at  the  public’s  beck  and 
call. 

Medicine!  The  thought  of  the  years 
of  study,  the  constant  calls  at  all  hours, 
the  restraint,  all  came  to  his  mind. 

The  ministry?  Was  he  self-sacrificing 
enough  for  that?  Could  he  feel  a call 
to  any  of  the  paths  that  spread  their 
winding  and  complicated  ways  before 
him? 

Business!  By  some  considered  the 
most  difficult  of  all  professions.  Al- 
though the  incongruity  of  the  thought 
struck  him,  he  saw  its  Itruth.  No! 
He  was  not  decided.  What  did  he 
wish?  What  should  he  say  to  his 
father  in  the  morning? 

Dick  sank  wearily  into  an  arm  chair. 
The  night  passed  on.  He  could  not 
know  how  long  it  seemed  to  his  father, 
lying  sleepless  in  an  upper  room.  At 
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last  the  clock  struck  one.  Dick  arose, 
a set  look  of  resolution  evident,  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  his  eyes  were  heavy  for 
want  of  sleep.  He  mounted  the  stairs 
to  his  room. 

In  the  morning  Dick  breakfasted 
alone,  for  his  father  had  arisen  before 
him  and  was  even  then  returning  from 
an  early  inspection  of  the  estate.  He 
took  a seat  in  the  library  and  with  his 
unheeded  newspaper  before  him  awaited 
his  son’s  arrival. 

The  door  soon  opened  and  the  old 
gentleman,  laying  his  paper  aside,  stood 
up.  Dick  faced  him  across  the  table. 
“Father,”  said  he,  “I’ve  made  up  my 
mind.”  The  thin  hand  whitened  at 
the  knuckles  as  its  grip  on  the  table 
edge  unconsciously  tightened.  He  had 
not  expected  so  decided  an  answer  and 
had  even  made  up  his  mind  to  further 
lenience.  What  step  was  Dick  going 
to  take? 

“Well,”  said  he  without  further  sign 
of  emotion.  “What  is  your  plan?” 

Dick  feared  the  worst,  that  his  father 
had  steeled  himself  to  meet  all  advances 
coldly,  and  had  prepared  to  hold  him 
to  all  conditions. 

“Father,  I am  afraid  I must  disap- 
point you.  I could  not  decide  last  night, 
nor  can  I soon.  I do  not  know  what 
course  I will  pursue,  but  lean  say  this, 
that,  if  you  will  give  me  a chance  to 
return  to  “Raleigh,”  I will  try  to  make 


a man  of  myself,  and  that  is  the  best  I 
can  offer,  I am  as  much  in  the  dark  as 
ever  about  the  business  of  life,  but 
whatever  branch  I take,  I will  be  that 
with  all  my  strength.  I can  see  that 
the  way  to  get  the  most  out  of  life  is  to 
put  the  most  into  it  and  from  now  on. 
I will  do  whatever  comes  up,  well  enough 
for  it  to  be  a step  in  the  ladder  to  my 
final  work.  They  clasped  hands,  silently. 

* * * * 

That  is  probably  why  the  motto  over 
Dick’s  mantle  in  the  dormitory  read: 

“Live  today  well,  for  yesterday  is 
dead,  and  tomorrow  you  will  remember.” 

Probably,  too,  that  is  the  reason  his 
father  smiled  so  proudly  the  day  Dick 
won  the  only  touchdown  scored  against 
“Corumna,”  and  again  at  the  com- 
mencement exercises  in  “Ivy  Hall,” 
when  he  heard  the  valedictory  address. 

Dick  has  the  wooden  spoon  yet.  He 
keeps  it  in  a drawer  of  his  desk  at 
Huxley  & Huxley’s  law  offices.  They 
say  the  senior  partner  retires  next 
year.  He  will  spend  the  rest  of  his  days 
at  the  old  home  with  Dick  and  his 
family.  There  is  a possibility,  though, 
that  the  firm’s  sign  will  not  have  to  be 
changed,  for  the  freshman  list  of 
“Raleigh”  includes  the  name  of  Richard 
Huxley  3d. 


E.  G.  S.  T4. 
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SCHOOL  DICTIONARY 


A. 

Athletics.  A division  of  the  school  life 
much  enjoyed  by  many  of  the 
pupils.  Seems  to  meet  with  a 
strange  coldness  from  some  of 
the  teachers,  especially  when 
talked  over  in  school  hours. 

B. 

Beans.  A vegetable  believed  by  some 
to  be  grown  in  gardens ; appears 
to  most  of  us  on  small  plates  at 
one  red  check  per. 

C. 

Cashier.  A very  rare  individual  whose 
movements,  at  times,  seem 
closely  to  resemble  those  of  a 
snail. 

Coach.  Mr.  Worcester’s  dictionary 
says,  ‘ ‘A  carriage  for  travelling ’ 
although  the  modern  article 
does  not  resemble  one  very 
closely.  Much  in  demand  in 
the  afternoon  from  two-thirty 
until  five. 

Credit.  A much  desired  mark,  gained 
in  many  cases  by  luck. 

D. 

Drill.  A much  looked  forward  to 

relief  from  work,  which  takes 
place  twice  a week.  The  place 
in  which  this  exercise  occurs  is 
often  mistaken  for  a play- 
ground. 

E. 

English.  A strange  language  apparent- 

ly little  known.  Believed  to 
have  been  used  by  such  men  as 
Shakespeare,  Tennyson, ‘^Long- 
fellow, etc. 

F. 

Fountain.  A small  steel  cup  with  water 


spurting  from  its  center,  from 
which  one  is,  with  luck,  able  to 
drink.  Very  handy  for  acci- 
dentally moistening  different 
parts  of  the  face  and  clothing. 

French.  One  of  the  modern  languages. 

incorrectly  supposed  by  some  to 
be  easy  to  learn.  Those  who 
persist  in  this  belief  will  soon 
discover  their  error  if  they  test 
their  theory  in  Room  12. 

Freshman.  An  individual  much  in  evi- 
dence just  at  this  time.  Many 
believe  that  this  word  should 
be  printed  in  two  parts.  The 
reason  for  this  belief  is  easily 
seen  upon  observation. 

G. 

Greek.  One  of  the  dead  languages 
whose  main  trouble  lies  in  the 
fact  that  it  hasn’t  been  buried. 

H. 

History.  A record  of  deeds  done  before 
our  time.  Very  tiresome  read- 
ing during  the  lunch  period  or 
at  a foot-ball  game. 

A lesson  obviously  meant  to 
be  done  at  home  but  which 
generally  gets  done  before 
school  or  on  the  car. 

A room  apparently  resem- 
bling other  rooms  but  easily  rec- 
ognized by  the  eruption  at 
twelve-thirty-five. 

I. 

A very  popular  dish  with 
only  one  drawback;  ; i.  e.,  it 
cannot  be  conveniently  carried 
in  the'pocket  and  eaten  during 
the  next  recitation. 

A very  expressive  epithet 
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Joy 


Junior 


Kerosene 


Knowl- 

edge 


Latin 


Lunch- 

Room 

Mathe- 

matics 

Minute 

Ninny 


mentally  applied  to  most  of  us 
at  different  times  by  our  teach- 
ers. 

A very  small  word  with  a 
very  large  meaning.  Much 
heard  after  the  issuing  of  re- 
port cards,  exams,  athletic 
defeats,  etc. 

J; 

A sensation  generally  noted 
for  its  absence  when  report- 
cards  are  issued. 

An  individual  who  wonders 
how  in  the  deuce  he  is  going  to 
get  into  Class  One  and  also 
how  he  ever  became  a junior. 

K. 

A liquid  costing  thirteen 
cents  per  gallon,  much  used 
before  exams. 

A commodity  sadly  lacking 
in  most  of  us;  for  the  purpose 
of  gaining  which  we  are  pupils 
in  this  school. 

L. 

Another  dead  language  which 
was  taught  in  nearly  all  the 
schools  at  the  time  of  Caesar. 
The  author  wishes  it  had  died 
and  been  burned  with  Caesar 
although  his  teacher  accuses 
him  of  killing  it  quite  often. 

A small  area  with  a remark- 
able lack  of  the  second  part 
of  the  word.  Occupied  mostly 
by  the  counters. 

M. 

A science  with  an  incredible 
ability  to  make  one  forget  what 
he  learned  yesterday. 

A period  of  sixty  seconds. 
Often  just  enough  to  get  one 
into  hot  water. 

N. 

See  idiot. 


O. 

Oil  A liquid  giving  us  light  when 

used  in  conjunction  with  a 
lamp.  See  kerosene. 

P. 

Pupil  A name  which  would  apply 
to  most  of  us.  According  to 
one  authority  this  word  is  often 
confused  with  the  words  stu- 
dent and  scholar. 

Q- 

Quietus  What  some  of  us  will  get  in 
June. 

Quarter-  A very  important  dignitary 
not  much  in  evidence  at  pres- 
ent. Easily  recognized  at  the 
Prize  Drill  by  the  decorations. 

R. 

A very  terrifying  document 
issued  monthly,  and  requiring 
much  explanation  at  home. 

S. 

An  individual  not  necessarily 
different  from  others,  but  easily 
recognized  by  the  superior  way 
in  which  he  regards  himself. 

One  who  has  just  become 
well  acquainted  with  the 
school  and  feels  it  his  duty  to 
impress  upon  the  freshmen 
their  ignorance.  The  transla- 
tion from  the  Greek  is  very  apt. 

T. 

The  individual  who  very 
kindly  lets  you  think  you  know 
it  all  and  then  proceeds  to  show 
you  how  much  you  don’t  know. 

U. 

A period  incorrectly  sup- 
posed by  some  to  be  a time  for 
rest.  Generally  is  regarded 
with  distrust. 

A state  of  being,  which  is  very 
fatal  to  one’s  mark  if  it  is  dis- 
covered by  the  teacher. 


Master 


Report 

Card 


Senior 


Sopho 

more 


Teacher 


Unpre- 

pared- 

Hour 


Unpre 

pared 
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V.  X. 


Verb  A very  odd  part  of  speech 

X 

An  unknown  quantiny 

as  in 

whose  parts  have  great  ability 

Algebra  or  Xenophon. 

for  hiding  in  the  dark  corners 

Y. 

of  one’s  brain  when  most  need- 

Yawn 

An  act  which  seems 

to  be 

ed. 

provoked  by  school 

books. 

W. 

Very  catching  at  times. 

Waiter  The  gentleman  with  the  nice 

Z. 

clean  coat  who  waits  on  one 

Zero 

The  mark  which  one  gets 

after  one  has  waited  a while. 

with  something  added 

when 

Closely  related  to  the  cashier 

found  unprepared  by  the  teach- 

in  some  respects. 

er.  W.  A.  G. 

T5. 

Ignorance  is  bliss? 

* * * * 

Heard  in  a geometry  class:  “There  is 
no  human  element  in  geometry.” 

* * * * 

Emerald  freshman,  with  first  dollar 
bill  received  from  his  father,  to  cashier 
at  lunch  counter: 

“How  much  does  one  of  these  red 
rolls  cost?” 

“O,”  replied  the  cashier,  “about 
$25.00.” 

“Well,  give  me  one  cent’s  worth, 
please.” 

* * * * 

There  are  jokes  and  jokes.  What  kind 
of  a joke  is  a joke  editor? 

* * * * 

Pupil  to  teacher  calling  the  roll: 
“You  forgot  to  call  Smith’s  name.” 

“Well,”  replied  the  teacher,  “he 


hasn’t  appeared  yet  and  therefore  is  to 
me  as  good  as  dead  and  buried.” 

* * * * 

How  fond  those  juniors  are  of  Greek! 
* * * * 

One  father  to  another,  “How’s  your 
son  doing  at  school?” 

“Very  poorly.”  “I  heard  the  other  day 
he  was  half  back  on  the  football  team, 
and  I suppose  he’s  all  the  way  back  in 
his  studies.” 

* * * * 

The  freshman  are  hereby  notified  that 
there  is  but  one  room  in  the  school  de- 
signed for  work  and  but  two  for 
study. 

* * * * 

English  High  senior  to  English 
High  freshman  while  passing  the  new 
annex:  “What  do  you  think  of  the  new 
addition  to  our  school?” 
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SCHOOL 


OTES 


Latin  School,  masters,  old  friends  and 

new,  greetings! 

* * * * 

Seldom  have  the  affairs  of  the  Regis- 
ter been  left  in  better  condition  than  they 
were  by  the  staff  of  last  year.  We  wish 
to  express  our  sincere  appreciation  of 
this,  and  of  the  advantage  so  given  us. 
It  is  our  aim  to  continue,  so  far  as  possi- 
ble, their  good  work. 

The  subscription  price  will  continue 
to  be  50c.  and  it  is  hoped  that  the  school 
will  realize  this  low  rate  can  only  be 
maintained  by  the  response  of  all. 

We  wish  to  emphasize  particularly 
the  fact  stated  on  the  first  page,  that 
this  paper  is  “Published  by  the  students 
of  the  Boston  Latin  School.’’  Without 
your  co-operation  we  are  powerless.  We 
wish  every  fellow  to  feel  that  this  paper 
depends  upon  his  personal  efforts  to 
uphold  successfully  the  honor  of  our 
school,  and  that  he  is  in  duty  bound  to 
take  as  active  an  interest  in  its  welfare 
as  his  time  and  abilities  permit.  Each 
one  of  you  has  a responsibility  in  every 
department  of  the  Register,  from  the 
production  of  manuscript,  the  securing 
of  advertisements,  and  the  increasing  of 
the  circulation,  to  the  final  act  of 
buying  your  own  copy.  All  suggestions 
and  new  ideas  are  not  only  welcome  but 
sought.  If,  in  anyway,  you  think  the 
paper  can  be  made  better,  tell  us,  for 
that  is  our  desire,  and  we  will  work  with 
you  to  meet  the  requirement. 

The  new  Register  box  is  placed  by 


the  bulletin  board  at  the  central  door. 
Stories,  poems,  jokes  and  sketches  are 
needed. 

Remember,  fellow  editors,  it  is  our 
duty  to  produce  a paper  creditable 
to  the  Latin  School,  and  for  that  the 
best  alone  is  worthy. 

* * * * 

At  the  opening  exercises  in  the  hall 
September  10th,  Mr.  Pennypacker  read 
from  the  Book  of  Proverbs  a selection 
that  has  marked  the  commencement  of 
the  school  for  a century.  Then,  after 
the  rendering  of  the  “Star  Spangled 
Banner,”  he  spoke  concisely  of  the 
business  of  this  school.  The  older  boys 
have  already  tested  the  sound  basis  of 
his  statements,  and  no  better  lesson  can 
be  taken  to  heart  by  the  new-comers 
than  the  realization  of  the  necessity  of 
learning  each  day’s  assignment  as  it 
comes.  One  day’s  work  here  is  built 
upon  that  of  the  day  before.  A good 
foundation  is  all  important,  and  when 
it  is  once  established,  the  superstructure 
mounts  rapidly.  Without  it  nothing 
can  be  done.  The  new  boy  cannot 
learn  too  early,  that  what  today  seems 
“dry  as  dust”  grammar  work,  is  the 
only  thing  that  can  enable  him  actually 
to  enjoy  the  interesting  translation  to 
come,  for  it  is  interesting, if  you  do  not 
have  to  destroy  its  pleasure  in  the  at- 
tempt to  learn  the  fundamentals  you 
should  have  acquired  the  year  before. 
The  work  is  not  hard  but  it  is  insistent. 
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Eternal  vigilance  is  the  price  of  safety. 

* * * * 

There  are  many  changes  apparent  to 
the  returning  student.  A beloved  teach- 
er, Mr.  Richardson,  has  retired,  leav- 
ing with  his  many  friends  but  one 
thought  that  compensates  their  loss, 
the  thought  that  he  is  enjoying  a long 
deserved  rest. 

Many  of  the  masters  are  in  new  rooms. 
Mr.  Jones,  the  successor  of  Mr.  Richard- 
son as  head  of  the  Department  of 
Latin,  now  has  charge  of  Room  11, 
after  having  spent  thirty  years  in  Room 
16. 

Dr.  Groce  has  returned  to  the  room 
he  had  during  his  first  years  in  this  then 
new  building.  Despite  the  fateful  signifi- 
cance of  its  number,  13,  Dr.  Groce  has 
such  pleasant  memories  of  the  early 
days,  that  he  is  willing  to  run  the  risk 
again,  after  his  stay  of  ten  years  in 
Room  18. 

Mr.  Henderson  has  in  Room  12  a 
first  class  room. 

sje  * 

Our  new  annex  is  a great  addition  to 
the  school,  costing  nearly  $100,000. 
It  will  well  repay  a visit  after  school 
hours,  for  its  equipment  is  the  height  of 
modern  improvement  in  school  furnish- 
ings. The  physics  laboratory,  the  large 
study  halls  and  recitation  rooms,  the 
spacious  corridors,  the  large  windows, 
the  multiple  black-boards,  ^all  are  mag- 
nificent features,  besides  its  architectural 
beauty. 

* * * * 

The  Editors  of  Classes  II.  and  III. 
will  be  appointed  before  the  next  issue. 
Preference  is  invariably  given  to  those 
who  have  written  for  the  Register,  but 
other  applicants  giving  promise  will  be 
considered.  There  is  also  a vacancy  to 
be  filled  from  Class  I. 


The  room  reporters  this  vear  are  ex- 
pected to  be  more  than  mere  distribu- 
tors of  the  paper.  Class-room  happen- 
ings, whether  of  serious  or  humorous 
nature,  should  at  once  be  noted  and 
placed  in  the  new  “Register  box.”  Such 
contributions  will  be  welcome  from  all, 
whether  reporters  or  not. 

* * * * 

The  school  is  fortunate  in  securing 
Joseph  Wilson  Hobbs,  who  now  teaches 
in  Room  30.  Mr.  Hobbs  graduated 
from  Portsmouth  High  School  in  1895 
with  honors  in  Greek  and  English. 
At  Dartmouth  he  specialized  in  English 
and  Economics,  graduating  in  the  class 
of  1899.  After  teaching  Greek  and 
Latin  at  Palmer  Institute,  N.  Y.,  he 
became  Principal  of  the  Kittery,  Maine 
High  School,  leaving  in  1904  to  become 
head  of  the  Department  of  English  at 
the  Portsmouth,  N.  H.,  High,  where  he 
became  Principal,  and  remained  until 
his  acceptance  of  his  present  position. 
The  Register  joins  heartily  in  his  wel- 
come. 

* * * * 

The  first  Public  Declamation  will 
take  place  on  Friday,  October  24th. 

* * * * 

Keen  interest  is  shown  in  military 
drill  this  year,  and  the  three  battalions 
will  be  well  filled.  Now  is  the  time  to 

start  a prize-winning  company. 

* * * * 

The  new  lunch  room  is  a credit  to 

those  who  planned  it. 

* * * * 

The  Business  Manager  declares  that 
advertisers  complain  of  a lack  of  results. 
We  know  that  Register  advertising  pays, 
and  the  school  will  confer  a great  favor 
if  they  will  mention  the  Register  when 
making  a purchase. 
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There  is  a heavy  expense  connected 
with  the  printing  of  this  paper,  and  if 
you  want  it  to  represent  the  school 
creditably,  you  must  help,  first  to  in- 
crease the  circulation  by  your  own  sub- 
scription and  by  those  of  your  friends, 
then  by  speaking  a good  word  outside. 


In  writing  for  the  Register  use  ink, 
on  but  one  side  of  the  paper.  We  must 
call  special  attention  to  this,  although 
mentioned  on  the  first  page.  This  is  a 
hard  and  fast  regulation  of  the  printer. 


ALUMNI  NOTES. 


William  Wisner  Doherty,  a prominent 
Boston  lawyer,  residing  at  199  Marlboro 
St.,  died  August  2.  He  was  a graduate 
of  this  school,  enlisted  for  service  in  the 
Civil  War,  became  United  States  Mar- 
shal for  Massachusetts  under  President 
Harrison  and  was  at  one  time  Assistant 
District  Attorney  for  Suffolk  Countv. 
In  the  early  nineties  he  was  president 
of  the  Old  School  Boys  Association  of 
Boston. 


Rev.  Joseph  Worcester,  who  for  about 
fifty  years  was  minister  of  the  Sweden- 
borgian  parish  of  San  Francisco,  died  in 
that  city  August  4.  One  of  his  special 
interests  was  the  welfare  of  discharged 
prisoners,  and  he  helped  many  convicts 
to  a fresh  start  in  life,  and  the  realization 
that  the  world  was  not  entirely  against 
them. 


Latin 


School  Register 


19 


As  this  copy  of  the  Register  goes  to 
press,  school  duties  are  under  way,  and 
with  them  the  outside  relaxations,  chief 
of  which  is  football.  Now,  fellows,  the 
goal  for  which  all  spirited  Latin  men 
strive  is  a team  which  will  defeat  English 
High  on  Thanksgiving  Day. 

How  can  we  do  that?  Simply  by 
being  backed  with  the  earnest  support 
of  every  single  fellow  in  the  school. 
Some  will  say,  ‘‘What’s  the  use?  I’m 
too  small  to  make  the  team!”  or  “I  won’t 
stand  any  show!” 

Never  mind,  if  you  are  too  small,  go 
out  and  root,  encourage  the  team  by  your 
presence;  but  don’t  say  you  “stand  no 
show,”  That’s  a quitter’s  expression, 
for  Coach  O’Brien,  the  best  football 
coach  in  Boston,  by  the  way,  gives  every 
boy  a chance  to  show  what’s  in  him. 
To  add  to  this  fortune,  Captain  Mc- 
Carthy is  not  only  a first  class  foot-ball 
player,  one  who  knows  the  game  from 
A to  Z,  but  a fine  fellow  as  well. 
Latin  School  has  a good  field  for  practice, 
for  although  at  first  the  Columbus 
Avenue  play-ground  is  used,  as  soon  as 
the  baseball  season  ends,  we  obtain 
the  use  of  the  National  League  grounds, 
and  learn  football  on  the  very  sod  where 
Maranville  has  performed  his  deeds. 

Perhaps  some  boys  will  stand  back 


saying  that  their  parents  think 
foot  ball  is  dangerous.  Now,  with 
due  apologies  to  parental  authority, 
football  has  become  a comparatively  safe 
game,  for  the  rules  forbid  the  old  fash- 
ioned mass  playing,  and  there  is  no  chance 
for  a boy  to  be  “squashed”  to  death. 
A proof  of  this  is  the  fact  that  in  Latin 
school’s  twelve  games  in  1912  not  a man 
was  injured,  although  the  playing  was 
hard  and  fast. 

In  closing,  therefore,  let  meonce  again 
ask  every  fellow  in  the  school  to  sup- 
port the  team,  either  on  the  gridiron, 
or  on  the  sidelines. 

The  following  is  the  football  schedule 
for  Boston  Latin  this  fall: 

Saturday  Sept.  27,  Groton  at  Groton 
Wednesday  Oct  1 Medford  High  ” Medford 
Tuesday  ” 7 Bos.  Col. High  ” Locust  St. 
Monday  ” 13  Newton  High  at 

Newtonville 

Saturday  ” 18  Wellesley  High  at  Wellesley 

Tuesday  ” 21  Brookline  High  at  Brookline 

Saturday  ” 25  St.  Marks  at  Southboro. 

Saturday  Nov.  1 Moses  Brown  at  Providence 
Saturday  ’’  8 Beverly  High  at  Beverly 

Tuesday  ” 11  Winthrop  High  ” Winthrop 

Friday  ” 14  Mechanic  Arts  ” Boston 

Thursday  ” 27  English  High  ” Boston 

The  officials  of  the  team  are: 
Captain,  C.  F.  McCarthy. 

Manager,  Gardner  Dunton. 


20 


Latin 


School  Register 


Coach , Fred  J.  O’Brien. 

/Ds/.  Manager , S.  R.  Dunham,  Jr. 
Facility  Manager , Mr.  Southworth. 

* * * * 

On  Thursday,  September  11,  an  en- 
thusiastic mass  meeting  was  held  in 
Room  14.  Coach  O’Brien  spoke  on 
clean  playing  and  its  relation  to  the 
Latin  School  football  team,  and  Mr. 
Campbell,  the  backbone  of  Latin  School 
athletics,  said  a few  words  of  encourag- 
ment,  adding  the  fact  that  we  were 
very  fortunate  in  having  Mr.  O’Brien 
as  coach.  This  fact  the  school  realizes. 

On  Monday  September  15,  the  first 
considerable  practice  was  held.  Thirty 
candidates  reported  at  Columbus  Avenue 


among  whom  were  Tarrant,  Walsh, 
Besarick,  O’Dowd,  Morrison,  Hunt, 
Povak,  Fitzgerald,  Lavin,  Duntley, 
Reardon,  Murray,  McCaffrey,  Briggs, 
Gioiosa,  Nixon,  O’Connor,  Maloney, 
Dillon,  McCue,  O’Callaghan,  Murphy, 
Delaney,  Cleary  and  O’Rourke. 

* * * * 

Only  four  letter  men  are  back:  Mc- 
Carthy, Tarrant,  Besarick,  and  Walsh. 
That  means  seven  positions  open  on  the 
team: 

Come  out,  therefore  and  help  make 
a team  that  will  bring  home  a victory 
to  keep  the  turkey  company  on  No- 
vember 27. 


G.  D.  ’14. 
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BURIED  TREASURE. 


Many  people  in  the  old  town  of 
Brandon,  Maine,  believed  that  there 
was  buried  treasure  on  Kirby’s  Island. 
A fishing  party  had  unearthed  a few 
baubles  of  brass  on  the  south  shore  of 
the  island,  and  this  gave  rise  to  the  belief 
that  it  had  at  one  time  been  the  rendez- 
vous of  a desperate  gang  of  pirates. 

Every  Sunday  a partv  of  treasure 
hunters  would  journey  to  the  island  in 
the  early  morning  and  come  back  late 
at  night  with  sore  throats  and  cold  feet- 
but  no  treasure. 

Among  the  most  ardent  of  these 


treasure  hunters  was  my  chum,  Pete 
Harris.  Time  and  time  again  he  begged 
me  to  go  to  the  island  with  him  and 
search  for  the  spoils  of  the  “pirates.” 

“Look  here,  Pete,”  I said  finally 
“If  you  don’t  quit  this  raving  about 
‘treasure,’  and  ‘pirates,’  I’ll  take  you 
home,  put  a hot  water  bottle  on  your 
cranium,  and  tuck  you  into  bed  until  you 
get  over  it.  All  this  ‘pirate’  stuff  makes 
me  sick.  I’ve  heard  of  pirates  sailing  the 
Spanish  Main,  but  if  ever  any  pirates 
sailed  the  coast  of  Brandon,  Maine,  I 
want  to  know  the  full  particulars!” 
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“That’s  all  right,”  Pete  retorted,  “but 
if  you  had  had  the  dream  I did  last 
night  you’d  feel  differently  about  it.” 

“Dream?  What  did  you  dream?”  I 
asked. 

“Well,  I dreamed  that  I was  on  the 
island  digging  for  the  treasure,  and  I got 
pretty  tired  and  was  sitting  down  on  a 
log  resting,  when  a lovely  young  lady, 
all  in  white,  appeared  on  that  big  rock 
near  the  spruce  grove,  and  began  making 
funny  signs  and  goo-goo  eyes  at  me. 
I thought  at  first  that  she  was  flirting 
with  me;  so  I raised  my  hat,  said:  ‘How 
do  you  do?  and  was  going  to  make  a few 
remarks  about  what  lovely  weather  we 
were  having,  when  she  started  to  walk 
off,  and  motioned  me  to  follow  her.  I 
didn’t  know  what  to  make  of  this,  but 
I followed.  She  stopped  when  she 
reached  the  spruce  grove  and  waited. 
As  I came  up  she  pointed  to  the  bottom 
of  a big  tree  and  said  ‘Dig  here!’  Then 
she  vanished  without  even  saying  good 
bye.  Now  what  d’ye  think  of  that?” 

“I’ll  tell  you  what  I think,”  I said. 
“I  think  you’re  the  most  superstitious 
old  cod  I’ve  seen  in  a long  while!” 

“All  right,”  Pete  said.  “I  think  it’s  a 
mighty  good  omen,  and  whether  you 
believe  it  or  not,  I do!” 

“I  know  you  do,”  I answered.  “You 
believe  anything  is  an  omen, — from  a 
shooting  star  to  a banana  peel.” 

“Maybe  I do;  what  of  it?” 

“Nothing,”  I retorted.  “Only  I hope 
that  some  day  you’ll  step  on  a banana 
peel,  see  a few  stars,  and  come  to  your 
senses.” 

“Now,  look  here!”  Pete  burst  out. 
“You  don’t  know  for  a certainty  that 
there  isn’t  treasure  on  that  island;  so 
you’ve  got  no  license  to  talk  the  way 
you  do.  On  the  other  hand,  I don’t 
know  that  there  is  treasure  there,  but 


if  there  is,  I intend  to  be  the  one  to  find 
it,  and  I’m  going  to  the  island  to-morrow 
and  dig  where  the  young  lady  told  me 
to.  Now  are  you  going  to  be  with  me 
or  not?” 

“Well,  Pete,”  I sighed,  “If  you’re 
really  going,  of  course  I’ve  got  to  go 
along  and  keep  an  eye  on  you.  Besides, 
your  lady  friend  might  show  up,  and  if 
she  does  I want  to  see  her.  But  don’t 
think  for  a minute  that  I’m  going  be- 
cause I have  hopes  of  finding  any  bloom- 
ing treasure.” 

Next  morning,  bright  and  early,  we 
embarked  in  Pete’s  skiff  for  the  island. 
We  had  with  us  a pick,  a shovel,  and 
a canvas  bag  which  Pete  had  insisted 
on  bringing  to  put  the  treasure  in,  so 
certain  was  he  of  finding  it. 

As  we  neared  the  island,  I saw  a 
wreath  of  smoke  curling  above  it. 

“Look,  Pete,”  I said.  “There’s  some- 
body on  the  island.” 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right,”  Pete  said, 
glancing  at  the  smoke.  “That  smoke 
comes  from  the  old  hermit’s  cabin. 

He  won’t  bother  us  any.” 

I did’nt  feel  so  sure  about  this,  but 
I let  it  pass  without  saying  anything 
more. 

We  landed  in  a short  while,  and  taking 
our  paraphernalia,  marched  up  through 
the  woods  toward  the  spruce  grove. 

As  we  came  in  sight  of  the  grove, 
what  did  we  see  but  the  old  hermit  dig- 
ging away ! 

We  dropped  to  the  ground  quickly, 
and  crawled  along  on  our  stomachs  to 
where  we  could  get  a better  view  of  the 
proceedings. 

The  hermit  was  a big,  husky  fellow 
with  a long,  bristly  red  beard  that  re- 
minded me  of  the  door  mat  on  the  front 
piazza.  His  clothes  were  worn  to  tat- 
ters and  displayed  the  enormous  mus- 
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cles  of  his  legs  and  arms,  which  fairly 
rippled  beneath  the  skin  at  every  move 
he  made.  He  completely  revolutionized 
my  idea  of  a hermit.  I had  always 
thought  a hermit  to  be  a little  man 
dressed  in  a brown  robe  with  a little  cap 
on  his  head  and  sandals  on  his  feet.  I had 
imagined  that  a hermit  existed  on  berries 
and  milk,  or  something  of  that  sort, 
but  this  fellow  must  have  eaten  raw 
meat  three  times  a day. 

By  this  time  Pete  was  almost  weeping. 

“Look  a’  that,”  he  moaned,  “look  a’ 
that!”  He  is  digging  in  the  very  place 
where  the  young  lady  told  me  to  dig! 
I tell  you  it  isn’t  fair!” 

“That’s  right,  Pete,”  I snickered.  “It 
isn’t  fair,  and  there  ought  to  be  a law 
against  it.  I tell  you  what,  Pete.  You 
march  right  out  there  and  tell  him  all 
about  your  dream.  Tell  him  all  about 
the  lovely  young  lady,  and  if  that  doesn’t 
touch  his  kind  old  heart,  you  just  up 
and  hit  him  right  on  the  jaw.  He’d 
crumple  right  up  if  you  ever  struck  him. 
See  what  a frail  little  chap  he  is.” 

“Say!”  said  Pete,  paying  no  attention 
to  my  sarcasm.  “Look!  He  isn’t  dig- 
ging up  anything,  he’s  burying  some- 
thing!” 

I looked  as  Pete  spoke,  and  was  just 
in  time  to  see  the  hermit  place  something 
done  up  in  a burlap  bag  in  the  hole  and 
cover  it  up  gently  with  the  soft  earth. 
This  done,  he  shouldered  his  shovel  and 
strode  off  through  the  woods. 

In  one  bound  we  were  at  the  spot, 
and  in  a minute  we  had  the  earth  torn 
up  again.  Without  waiting  to  see  what 
the  treasure  was,  or  replace  the  earth, 


we  slipped  the  bundle  into  our  canvas 
bag  and  ran  for  the  boat.  Tossing 
our  things  in,  we  shoved  off,  and  each 
took  an  oar,  that  we  might  make  faster 
time.  Not  a word  did  we  speak  all  the 
way  back,  but  used  our  energy  in  burn- 
ing up  the  water. 

Luckily  no  one  was  at  the  landing, 
and  we  went  around  by  the  swamp  to 
Pete’s  house  to  make  sure  that  no  one 
would  see  us.  On  the  way,  we  thought 
of  all  the  things  we  were  going  to  do  with 
the  treasure. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  with  your 
share,  Pete?”  I asked. 

“Well,”  said  Pete,  “I  think  I’ll  buy 
mother  the  canary  bird  she’s  been 
wanting,  and  take  a trip  to  Europe  my- 
self. What  are  you  going  to  do?” 

“What  am  I going  to  do?  The  first 
thing  I’m  going  to  do  is  to  buy  the 
schoolhouse  and  burn  it.” 

We  had  now  arrived  at  Pete’s  house, 
and  sneaking  into  the  cellar  we  laid  the 
treasure  on  the  floor  and  started  to  pull 
off  the  string  that  was  around  it.  We 
were  breathless  with  excitement,  and 
it  seemed  as  though  there  were  miles  of 
that  string,  but  we  were  on  the  last  lap, 
and  as  we  leaned  over  the  bag  and  gave 
a final  pull  there  rolled  out  of  it  a little 
dead  yellow  dog ! 

Neither  of  us  spoke  for  five  minutes. 
We  lay  where  we  fell,  but  as  I picked 
myself  up  to  go,  I said  to  Pete  as  stiffly 
as  I could:  “The  next  time  a young  lady 
comes  to  you  in  your  dreams  and  advises 
you  to  go  dig  up  dead  dogs,  you  kindly 
ask  her  to  leave  me  out  of  it.” 

F.  L.  B.,  T6. 
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THE  FINAL  STRUGGLE. 


Mr.  Randall,  a teacher  of  the  Lancas- 
ter High  School,  rapped  a ruler  against 
his  desk  and,  after  waiting  for  several 
mischievous  fellows,  quietly  read  the 
following  notice:  “All  members  of  the 
football  team  are  requested  to  report 
for  practice  on  the  field  at  one-thirty 
to-day.”  When  he  had  finished,  the 
boys  turned  and  looked  doubtfully  at 
Bales,  a manly  fellow  of  seventeen,  who 
was  to  substitute  for  the  quarter-back 
of  the  football  team  on  the  morrow 
against  Endicott  High  School  for  the 
City  Championship. 

* * * * 

“Good  work,  Bales,  you’ll  do,”  shout- 
ed the  coach  as  the  quarter-back  piloted 
his  team  down  the  field  against  the 
thoroughly  cowed  freshman  team  at 
practice  that  afternoon.  After  two 
hours  of  hard  practice,  the  tired  players, 
led  by  the  coach,  headed  for  the  dress- 
ing room.  As  they  approached  the 
gate  they  saw  a large  rat,  and  began  to 
throw  sticks  and  stones  at  it.  Bales 
had  thrown  an  ordinary  stick  at  the 
rodent  but  as  his  eyes  followed  the 
course  of  the  stick,  a sharp  exclamation 
left  his  lips.  Bales’s  thoughts  were  upon 
football  only  and  the  stick  had  given 
him  an  idea.  After  whispering  a few 
words  into  the  ear  of  his  chum,  Best, 
the  speedy  right-end,  they  asked  the 
coach  if  they  might  practice  kicking 
awhile.  They  kicked  the  pigskin  all 
sorts  of  ways  and  Bales  soon  discovered 
that  whenever  he  kicked  the  ball  a few 
inches  from  either  end  it  revolved  at  a 
a great  rate  in  its  flight,  just  as  the 
stick  had  done,  and  that  Best  was  un- 
able to  catch  it. 


Thanksgiving  Day  was  an  unusually 
clear  day  with  enough  north  wind  blow- 
ing around  the  gridiron  to  keep  the  foot- 
ball players  cuddled  up  in  their  warm 
blankets,  awaiting  the  start  of  the  game 
for  the  City  Championship.  The  grand- 
stand was  filled  with  numerous  support- 
ers of  both  teams  and  after  a short 
speech  by  the  mayor,  the  game  started 
amid  great  cheering.  The  teams  surged 
back  and  forth,  neither  having  any 
distinct  advantage,  and  the  referee’s 
whistle  closed  the  third  quarter  of  the 
game  with  a blank  score. 

In  a few  moments  they  were  at  it 
again;  plunging,  kicking,  and  running, 
this  way  and  that,  with  the  whistle 
blowing  every  minute  to  let  the  players 
off  of  some  poor  fellow  at  the  bottom, 
who  would  get  up  very  slowly  with  ball 
in  hand  and  a grim  smile  of  satisfaction 
on  his  face.  Notwithstanding  the  fine 
showing  of  his  team,  Bales,  though  grat- 
ified by  the  willing  response  of  his 
crippled  men.  was  dismayed  to  see 
Endicott  High  get  the  ball  onto  his 
twenty-yard  line.  On  the  next  play, 
Williams,  Endicott’s  towering  full-back 
of  newspaper  fame,  fumbled  the  ball 
and  Best  secured  it  to  the  satisfaction 
of  the  Lancaster  rooters. 

Bales  thought  that  the  time  had  come 
to  try  his  trick  and  gave  Best  a knowing 
nod . ‘ ‘Seven — thirty-six — forty-three !” 

shouted  Bales,  and  the  linemen,  who 
knew  him  to  be  a poor  kicker,  arranged 
themselves  in  a punt  formation  with 
troubled  faces.  “Signals  over!”  he 
snapped  suddenly,  “seven — thirty-six — 
fortythree — seven!”  At  these  signals  the 
centre  passed  the  ball  and  Bales’s  foot 
met  it  two  inches  from  one  of  its  ends, 
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sending  it  into  the  air  revolving  at  a 
great  rate.  The  Lancaster  supporters 
groaned  as  they  saw  Mansfield  of  Endi- 
cott  waiting  with  ease  for  the  ball  to 
settle  snugly  in  his  arms.  A great  cry 
arose  when  he,  the  “Pride  of  Endicott,” 
muffed  the  ball  right  into  the  hands  of 
Best,  who  expecting  this  performance, 


was  off  like  a streak  toward  Endicott’s 
goal  before  his  opponents  could  recover 
their  senses,  scoring  a touchdown. 
Then  a great  cheer  broke  forth  for  Best 
and  Bales  and  the  City  Champions 
carried  their  heroes  off  of  the  field  on 
their  shoulders. 

J.  W.  B.T4. 
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MARBLEHEAD. 


Marblehead  is  one  of  the  most  inter- 
esting historic  places  in  New  England. 
It  has  sufficient  historical  value  to  satis- 
fy the  most  ardent  sightseer  without 
those  prosaic  qualities  which  spoil  so 
many  towns  for  the  less  enthusiastic 
tourist. 

The  origin  of  the  name  of  this  place 
is  not  well  known.  It  was  first  called 
Mer  Belle  Cap.  on  account  of  its  splen- 
did sea  view  from  the  Neck.  The  first 
two  words  were  later  anglicized  to 
Marble  and  the  last  translated  to  head. 

Marblehead  is  essentially  a fishing 
village  and  although  the  trade  is  some- 
what neglected,  nevertheless  there  are 
a number  still  engaged  in  that  occupation. 
Marblehead  Neck  at  one  time  was  cov- 
ered with  fish  flakes  where  the  fish 
were  dried. 

There  are  still  a few  of  the  old  Marble- 
head people  left.  I met  one  of  them,  a 
bright  genial  old  soul  of  over  eighty 
years.  One  day,  when  digging  a post 
hole  for  a fence,  his  grandfather  discov- 
ered the  well  which  had  supplied  the  Old 
Fountain  Inn  so  many  years  before. 
This  inn  was  the  Marblehead  hostelry 
in  the  time  of  the  Revolution,  and  it  was 
there  that  the  dashing  Sir  Harry  Frank- 
land  first  saw  Agnes  Surriage  from  whom 
the  well  derives  its  name.  This  gallant 
gentleman  promptly  fell  in  love  with  the 
beautiful  fisher  girl.  He  took  her  back 
to  England  with  him,  where  he  educated 
and  married  her. 

The  gift  shops  of  Marblehead  are 
somewhat  unusual.  The  Pirate  Cottage 
was  the  headquarters  of  pirates  and 


smugglers  in  the  early  middle  part  of 
the  17th  century  and  abounds  with 
unexpected  nooks  and  corners. 

Marblehead  is  at  its  best,  I suppose, 
during  the  yachting  season,  The  pic- 
turesque harbor  is  literally  covered  with 
boats  from  the  smallest  dory  to  the 
great  steam  yachts.  The  white  sails 
shine  in  the  sun,  and  the  brisk  little 
motor  boats  dodge  back  and  forth  be- 
tween the  larger  craft.  The  season 
starts  early  in  August  and  terminates 
shortly  after  Labor  Day.  Every  few 
years  German  yachtsmen  come  here  to 
compete  with  the  Marblehead  yacht 
clubs.  The  harbor  is  crowded  with 
visiting  craft.  The  boats  used  in  the 
races  are  called  Sonder  boats  and  are 
long,  narrow  and  capable  of  great 
speed.  Revenue  cutters  attend  the 
racers  to  keep  the  way  clear. 

I have  sat  on  the  edge  of  Little  Harbor 
opposite  Fort  Sewall  just  at  sunset 
looking  straight  out  to  sea,  the  fast 
fading  crimsons  and  purple  staining  the 
water  and  reflecting  their  roseate  hues 
on  the  white  side  of  a revenue  cutter 
lying  at  the  mouth  of  the  harbor.  In 
the  distant  horizon  sea  and  sky  blend  in 
smoky  blue  and  a young  moon  well  in 
the  sky  is  delicately  outlined  on  a bank 
of  pale  pink  clouds  of  fleecy  texture 
revealing  faint  touches  of  blue  sky.  It 
is  indeed  a sight  of  beauty  and  one  not 
easily  forgotten  when  night  and  day 
blend  for  one  perfect  moment  in  hover- 
ing twilight. 

R.  P.  C.,  T5 
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Teacher: — Give  me  the  form  of  gov- 
ernment used  at  the  time  of  Homer. 

Bright  Freshman:  — A democratic 
monarchy. 

* * * * 

From  one  of  our  Promising  Poets: 
Alas,  I pine  and  sigh; 

Thou  hast  more  beans  than  I. 

* * * * 

Captain  : — When  I give  the  command 
to  halt,  bring  the  foot  which  is  on  the 
floor  to  the  side  of  the  one  in  the  air  and 

remain  motionless. 

* * * * 

First  Student: — Why  did  Smith  leave 
school? 

Second  Student: — A teacher,  two 

trots,  and  an  answer  book. 

* * * * 


music;  it  sounds  like  a (turkey)  trot. 

* * * * 

Health  Hint. 

Don’t  drink  any  liquid  in  the  labora- 
tory just  because  you  are  thirsty. 

* * * * 

Teacher: — Give  me  the  meaning  of 
epistle. 

Small  Boy: — Please,  sir;  I don’t  re- 
member the  exact  meaning  but  I think 
its  the  feminine  of  apostle. 

* * * * 

In  History. 

Teacher: — What  tribes  surrounded 
the  Latins? 

Pupil: — The  Etruscans,  the  Ae- 
quians,  the  Sabines,  the  Volscians, 
and  er,  er,  ah,  ah,  oh,  yes,  the  Hiber- 
nians. 


It  is  pleasing  to  learn  of  men  that  had 
principle.  Archimedes,  however,  had 

entirely  too  much  to  suit  some  moderns. 
* * * * * 

Heard  in  the  English  Class: 

Humane  statutes,  human  statues. 

* * * * 

In  Virgil. 

Ut  te  post  multa  tuorum  funera 
aspicimus? 

How  do  we  see  you  after  your  many 
funerals? 

* * * * 

Heard  in  the  Greek  Class  while  the 
teacher  was  translating  Homer: 

I wonder  if  they  ever  set  that  to 


* * * * 

Teacher: — Name  the  five  great  races 
of  mankind. 

Modern  Student: — Aeroplane,  au- 
tomobile, bicycle,  horse,  and  foot. 

* * * * 

Smith: — Did  you  hear  about  the  big 
christening  the  other  day? 

Jones: — No,  what  about  it? 

Smith: — Oh,  Boston  had  a little  son 
(sun). 

Actually  Happened  in  Room 

Teacher: — Give  me  the  first  lines  of 
Hosatius 

Pupil: — A more  repulsive  picture  can 
hardly  be  imagi — . 
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SCHOOL 


OTES 


The  school  year  is  now  well  started. 
By  this  time  most  of  us  have  learned 
what  is  expected,  and  are  trying  to 

meet  the  demand. 

* * * * 

Football  is  the  sport  of  this  season 
and  should  have  the  support  of  every 
Latin  School  boy.  Do  not  leave  it  all 
to  the  players,  who  are  straining  every 
nerve  in  the  line,  but  work  yourselves. 
Attend  every  game  you  can.  Support 
the  team.  Speak  an  encouraging  word 
to  the  fellows  who  are  trying  to  win 
honor  for  our  school.  Remember 
Thanksgiving  is  coming.  See  to  it  that 
you  do  not  then  regret  not  having  seen 
the  team  play  before.  Do  your  part 
now. 

* * * * 

The  cadets  are  hard  at  work  mas- 
tering the  “school  of  the  soldier”  and 
the  “school  of  the  squad.”  Already 
some  companies  have  progressed  as- 
tonishingly. It  is  expected  that  the 
guns  will  be  given  out  early  in  November 

and  that  all  will  then  be  uniformed. 

* * * * 

The  Register  wishes  it  could  tell  what 
the  public  declamation  prize  will  be 

this  year.  An  enticing  mystery,  isn’t  it? 
* * * * 

The  election  of  the  officers  of  the  class 
of  1914  was  held  on  October  10,  and  was 
marked  with  perhaps  more  than  usual 
interest.  On  the  first  ballot,  Gardner 
Dunton  and  John  J.  Madden  Jr. 
were  tied  for  the  presidency.  Eldon  G. 
Stanwood  was  elected  Secretary.  At 


the  second  election  held  a few  days 
later.  Madden,  was  elected 
President.  Both  officers  were  aproved 

by  Mr.  Pennypacker. 

* * * * 

The  Latin  School  Debating  Club  held 
its  first  meeting  Tuesday,  October  1. 
Everard  D.  Seely  was  elected  President, 
Daniel  J.  Harkins,  Vice-President, 
and  Emil  A.  Wouters,  Secretary.  The 
club  plans  a study  of  debating  under  the 
guidance  of  Mr.  Southworth,  who  so 
ably  conducted  the  organization  last 
year.  Mr.  Southworth  was  a member 
of  the  Harvard  Forum,  and  the  Harvard 
Union  Debating  Society.  Debating  is  a 
most  interesting  and  profitable  subject 
for  study  and  those  who  avail  themselves 
of  the  present  opportunity  will  be  ex- 
ceedingly glad  of  it,  if  they  ever  care  to 
continue  the  work  in  college.  The  value 
of  such  training  in  later  life  cannot  be 
over-estimated.  All  who  care  to  take 
up  the  course  are  promised  a hearty 

welcome  and  all  possible  assistance. 

* * * * 

The  Register  appointments  for  the 
Editors  of  Classes  II  and  III  have  been 
made.  There  was  keen  competition  and 
it  is  realized  that  some  very  deserving 
candidates  had  to  be  declined.  The 
selection  was  based,  as  was  previously 
stated,  on  the  value  of  work  actually 
done  for  the  paper.  The  Register  takes 
great  pleasure  in  welcoming  to  its  staff 
R.  S.  Bacon  and  Herman  Dana  Class  I., 
Robert  P.  Casey,  Walter  A.  Guild,  and 
PI.  J.  Lassell  of  Class  II,  as 
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well  as  Fredrus 

L.  Baldwin  and 

Zanditon,  S., 

Plane  Geometry, 

Arthur  W.  Marget  of  Class  III. 

Physics,  Greek, 

* * 

The  Register  desk 

* * 

is  now  installed  in 

Latin. 

the  newly  assigned  1 

‘Sanctum,”  off  the 

JUNE  1913. 

CLASS  OF  1914. 

Art  department,  and  will  be  “at  home” 

Bacon,  R.  S., 

Greek. 

hereafter. 

Donovan,  J.  A., 

Greek. 

* * 

* * 

Dunton,  G., 

Algebra. 

The  following  of 

the  Class  of  1913 

Ely,  G.  A., 

French. 

received  honors  at  Harvard  last  June. 

Kirkwood,  W.  F., 

Greek. 

JUNE  1913. 

Class  of  1913. 

MacIntyre,  H.  N., 

Physics. 

Alden,  A.  C.., 

Physics. 

Nathan,  E., 

History,  Algebra. 

Baxter,  H.  M., 

Plane  Geometry. 

O’Brien,  J.  J.  A., 

History. 

Physics,  Latin. 

Sullivan,  J.  F.  Jr., 

Latin. 

Berman,  Louis, 

French. 

Baker,  R.  M., 

Latin,  French. 

Carr,  W.D., 

Physics. 

Berns,  J.  I., 

Latin,  History. 

Cormack,  W.  S.  Jr. 

Physics. 

Blum,  J., 

Latin,  Algebra. 

Crowley,  J.  L. 

Physics. 

Chadsev.  H.  M., 

Latin,  Algebra. 

Eliott,  P.  H„ 

Physics. 

Cody,  F.  T., 

Greek,  Latin, 

Huckins.  W.  L., 

French. 

French.  History, 

Kenney,  D.  R., 

Physics. 

Algebra. 

Kent,  H.  A., 

Physics. 

Dana,  H., 

Greek,  Latin, 

Leland,  F.  T., 

Physics,  Plane 

History. 

Geometry,  Latin, 

Demeter,  G.  C., 

Greek,  Latin. 

French. 

Fogg,  W.  F., 

Latin,  Algebra. 

Leland,  R.  S., 

Physics. 

Ginsberg,  M.  S., 

Algebra. 

Levenson,  R., 

Plane  Geometry, 
Physics. 

Guay,  W.  C., 

Greek,  French. 
History. 

Leverone,  E.  L., 

Physics,  Latin. 

Heller,  J.  M., 

Latin. 

Lourie,  A.  B., 

Physics. 

Hetherston,  V.  M., 

Greek,  Latin. 

Morse,  S.  N., 

Physics. 

Algebra. 

Murray,  W.  A., 

Algebra. 

Jolles,  E., 

Greek. 

Nelson,  C.  H., 

Physics. 

Kielty,  R., 

Greek,  Latin, 

Nott,  R.  A., 

Physics. 

History,  Algebra. 

Quinn,  F.  X., 

Latin. 

Leggett.  R.  C., 

Greek,  Latin, 

Siskind.  E.  N., 

French. 

Algebra. 

Sonnabend,  A.  M., 

Plane  Geometry, 
Physics. 

McGrath,  F.  D., 

Greek,  Latin, 
French. 

Sullivan,  A.  E., 

French,  Physics. 

McKee,  G.  N., 

Algebra. 

Supple,  G., 

Plane  Geometry, 

Mahoney,  W.  J., 

Algebra. 

Physics,  French. 

May,  R.  A., 

Algebra. 

Tyler,  R.  B., 

Plane  Geometry, 

Mazer,  H., 

Latin, 

Physics. 

Mulcahey,  J.  F., 

Algebra. 

White.  S.  B., 

Algebra. 

Sonnabend,  A.  M.. 

Algebra. 

Wyzanski,  A.  R., 

Physics. 

Stanwood,  E.  G., 

Algebra. 
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September,  1913,  honors  were  received  by 

Wise,  H.  0. 

French. 

Woodward,  E.  W., 

Algebra. 

Young,  R.  A., 

Algebra. 

Rosenberg,  M., 

Algebra. 

Dunham,  S.  R., 

Algebra. 

* * 

* * 

P.  M.  Murdough  of  the  Class  of  1913 
was  admitted  to  Harvard  under  the 
new  plan.  It  is  interesting  to  note 
that  all  who  have  so  far  attempted  this 
have  been  successful. 

* * * * 

Health  Day  was  duly  observed.  The 
School  met  in  the  hall  and  listened  at- 
tentively to  the  good  advice  given. 
Some  of  the  boys  are  doubtful  of  the 
advantage  of  eschewing  pies,  doughnuts, 
and  other  “fried  foods,”  but  all  agree 
that  the  reaction  from  sawing  wood  is 
very  likely  to  produce  most  serious  re- 
sults. Remembering  the  law  of  cause 
and  effect,  they  have  decided  to  careful- 
ly avoid  the  cause. 

We  suppose  that  the  lunch-room  au- 
thorities enjoyed  larger  sales  than  usual 
for  Mr.  Pennypacker’s  eloquent  de- 
scription of  the  New  England  breakfasts 
of  his  boyhood  produced  audible  sighs 
of  anticipation  from  his  audience,  es- 
pecially as  his  remarks  on  that  subject 
came  at  about  the  time  when  one’s  feet 
naturally  shuffle  preparatory  to  the  noon- 
time rush.  Most  of  us  approve  heart- 
ily of  refraining  from  study  for  thirty 
minutes  after  eating  and  are  even  willing 
to  practise  such  care  in  school.  Do  not 
neglect  the  cold  bath  upon  rising. 
There  should  indeed  be  no  desire  to  fold 
the  hands  to  rest  after  such  immersion. 
It  is  a fine  opportunity  for  the  first 
Class  to  study  the  law  of  Archimedes. 
Be  sure  to  get  nine  hours  of  sleep  out  of 
school. 

Nevertheless,  with  all  lightness  scat- 
tered to  the  four  winds  of  Heaven,  take 


good  care  of  your  bodies  and  you  will 
gain  accordingly. 

* * * * 

Exercises  commemorative  of  Colum- 
bus Day  were  held  in  each  room  Friday, 
October  10. 

* * * * 

We  hope  that  this  year’s  Volume  of 
the  Register  will  be  pleasing  to  all.  If 
you  have  any  criticism  or  suggestions  it 
will  be  considered  a great  favor  if  you 
will  state  them  on  paper  and  place  the 
same  in  the  “Register  Box.”  Remem- 
ber, we  are  limited  to  a very  small 
expenditure.  Every  fellow  in  this 
school,  who  can  raise  fifty-cents  even  by 
walking  one  way  to  school,  should  sup- 
port this  paper  by  his  subscription.  Our 
exchange  list  will  be  established  this 
month  and  many  schools  will  form  their 
opinion  of  yours,  largely  by  the  way 
you  represent  yourselves  through  this 
paper. 

* * * * 


Room  reporters,  you  are  not  sending 
in  the  classroom  incidents  you  promised. 
A few  have  done  their  duty  in  this  re- 
spect, and  in  a near  issue  we  will  publish 
the  names  of  those  who  have  done  the 
most  to  make  the  paper  interesting 

in  that  field. 

* * * * 


The  following  selections  will  be  played 
in  the  hall  during  this  month,  by  T.  R. 
S.  Pugh  of  Class  I . 

November  3,  1913. 

EDWARD  GRIEG. 

Erotik.  (Love  Poem.)  Op.  43.  No.  5 
November  10,  1913. 

P.  TSCHAIKOWSKY. 


Andante  (from  String  Quartette)  Op  11 
November  17,  1913. 

CLAUDE  ACHILLE  DEBUSSY. 


Claire  de  Lune  (from  Suite  Bergamasque) 
November  24,  1913. 

FREDERIC  CHOPIN. 

Op.  28,  No.  20. 

Op.  28.  No.  21. 
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Roster  of  the  B.  L.  S.  Regiment 

Quartermaster,  Victor  M.  Hetherston 

Drum  Corps 

Drum  Major,  Lucien  Levy 

1st  Battalion 

A Company 

Captain,  E.  Nathan 

Lieutenants,  A.  M.  Sonnabend,  E.  G.  Stanwood 
Is/.  Sergeant,  P.  O.  Powers 

B Company 

Captain,  G.  C.  Demeter 
Lieutenants,  A.  R.  Nelson,  P.  W.  Hall 
Is/.  Sergeant,  B.  E.  Littlefield 

C Company 

Captain,  H.  L.  McNary 
Lieutenants,  M . E.  Ginsberg,  R.  E.  Briggs 
Is/.  Sergeant,  E.  D.  Seely 

D Company 

Captain,  T.  F.  Ferris 
Lieutenants,  J.  Blum,  P.  C.  Davis 
Is/.  Sergeant,  N.  Vigdor 

2nd  Battalion 

E Company 

Captain,  G.  N.  McKee 
Lieutenants,  A.  D.  Ahern  R.  A.  Young 
Is/.  Sergeant,  E.  A.  Wouters 

F Company 

Captain,  J.  R.  Campbell  Jr. 

Lieutenants,  P.  F.  Devine,  C.  L.  Parker 
Is/.  Sergeant,  E.  O’Callaghan 

G Company 

Captain,  D.  J.  Harkins 
Lieutenants,  H.  Dana,  F.  E.  McCarthy 
Is/.  Sergeant,  J.  E.  Martin 

H Company 

Captain,  W.  E.  Daley 
Lieutenants,  M.  W.  Newman 
1st.  Sergeant, jT . A.  O’Donnell 
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3d  Battalion 

I Company 

Captain,  G.  Dunton 

Lieutenants,  D.  B.  Lincoln,  J.  I.  Nesson 
DC  Sergeant,  W.  H.  Wardle 

K Company 

Captain,  B.  C.  Gordon 
Lieutenants,  E.  H.  Jenkins,  H Master 
Is/.  Sergeant,  J.  H.  White 

L Company 

Captain,  R.  J.  McGinn 
Lieutenants,  J.  J.  O’Leary,  J.  L.  Dwyer 
I5/.  Sergeant,  J.  S.  Reardon 

M Company 

Captain,  P.  H.  Cohen 
Lieutenants,  K.  H.  Jones,  S.  Yesner 
D/.  Sergeant,  A.  Cohen 


JAMES  SHAINE. 

The  Latin  School  and  particularly  the  Class  of  1914  mourns  the 
departure  of  our  schoolfellow,  James  Shaine,  to  a world  where  gentle 
natures  like  his  own  find  their  reward.  His  most  lasting  memorial  is  in 
the  hearts  of  those  who  knew  him.  Although  hampered  by  ill  health,  he 
was  always  a true  friend,  genial  companion,  keen  participant  in  school 
activities  and  faithful  student. 

He  was  born  December  21,  1896,  the  son  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William 
Shaine  of  10  Newton  Street,  Brighton.  In  this  school  he  was  with 
Rooms  26,  8 and  14 

“Who  does  the  best  his  circumstance  allows 
Does  well,  acts  nobly,  angels  could  do  no  more.” 
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The  Latin  School’s  football  team  this 
year  has  been  unfortunate.  It  was  handi- 
capped from  the  start  by  the  injury  to 
Captain  McCarthy,  who,  it  is  hoped, 
will  be  back  in  the  game  by  November 
1,  and  minor  injuries  have  been  occur- 
ring which  have  kept  our  best  men  out 
of  games,  and  made  us  appear  weak. 
While  two  defeats  were  suffered  in  the 
week  of  October  12.  it  is  hoped  that 
the  rest  of  the  games  will  show  Latin  on 
the  big  end  of  the  score.  Laying  the 
injuries  aside,  let  us  glance  at  the  mate- 
tial:  For  ends  we  have  Besarick  and 
Hunt  for  regulars,  while  Quinn  and 
Murray  are  close  substitutes.  For  tack- 
les the  first  choice  is  O’Callaghan  and 
Young,  while  O’Keefe  and  Cotter  are 
right  at  their  heels.  Tarrant,  who  has 
also  tried  this  position,  shows  up  better 
as  guard,  and  he  and  Povah  ought  to 
have  no  difficulty  in  playing  there. 
While  Louis  Walsh,  our  innocent  song- 
ster, is  the  regular  man  at  center, 
McCaffrey  has  not  been  found  wanting 
when  so  placed  and  Murdough  showed 
up  very  well  in  the  WeHesley  game.  As 
to  quaterback,  two  players  are  having 
a hard  contest,  Fitzgerald,  who  can  let 
go  some  fine  punts,  and  Enwright,  the 
boy  with  the  drop,  while  Reardon  and 
Maloney  are  also  on  the  card.  Finally, 


coming  to  the  ground-gainers  or  backse 
as  they  are  officially  called,  we  have 
Martin  and  O’Dowd  as  the  halves,  whil, 
Dolson  and  Martin  relieve  each  other  as 
full  backs.  This  position,  perhaps  the 
one  that  calls  for  the  heaviest  member 
of  the  team,  was  to  be  held  by  Captain 
McCarthy,  but  whether  he  will  go  back 
there  in  November  or  play  his  old  place 
as  tackle  remains  to  be  seen. 

Taken  all  in  all,  the  Latin  School  has 
a light  team  which  must  depend  on 
speed  and  clever  football,  and  to  do 
this  she  must  work  hard  to  build  a good 
interference,  and  a band  of  hard  tack- 
ling, quick-thinking  players.  Coach 
O’Brien  will  make  this  fellows,  if  you 
will  co-operate  with  him.  Get  together 
then,  fight  and  win. 

GOOD  LUCK  TO  YOU! 

Fenway  Park  has  been  secured  for  the 
English  and  the  Mechanic  games.  Let 
every  fellow  in  the  school  save  up  his 
pennies  so  that  he  may  have  his  quarter 
and  his  half-dollar  for  the  two  big  games. 

The  first  photograph  on  a following 
Page  shows  Newton  kicking. 

The  second  shows  Fitzgerald  getting 
off  a punt  in  the  Newton  game,  while 
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Dolson  and  E.  Martin  can  be  seen 
rushing  around  the  end. 

The  manager  expresses  his  thanks 
for  the  return  of  that  football. 

Schedules  may  be  had  from  Dunton, 
Room  12. 

Tickets  for  the  Mechanic  Arts  game 
will  be  put  on  sale  during  the  week  of 
November  10.  They  will  be  obtaina- 
ble from  Dunton,  Room  12;  Dunham, 
Room  15,  and  McCarthy,  Room  20. 

Price  25c. 

Bennet  Murray  of  Class  II.  has  been 
elected  hockey  captain  for  this  winter. 
Murray  played  a fine  game  as  goal 
tender  last  year  in  the  English  High 
game. 


B.  L.  S.  0 Groton  0. 

On  Saturday,  September  27,  our  team 
journeyed  to  Groton  for  its  first  game 
of  the  season.  The  game  was  called  at 
three  o’clock,  and  Groton  kicked  off  to 
Latin.  Latin  immediately  started  a 
series  of  line  plunging,  and  although  on 
the  third  down  Captain  McCarthy  in- 
jured his  leg,  he  bravely  stayed  in  the 
game,  but  on  the  next  play  it  was  found 
impossible  for  him  to  continue  and  a 
close  examination  revealed  a pulled 
tendon,  which  will  probably  keep  him 
out  of  the  game  until  November. 
Nevertheless  our  team,  handicapped  by 
this  loss,  and  also  without  a coach,  for 
Mr.  O’Brien  was  kept  at  home  by  sick- 
ness—-gamely  fought  to  score,  and  for 
three  periods  the  ball  seesawed  back  and 
forth  on  the  field,  although  mostly  in 
Groton’s  territory.  Finally  in  the  last 
quarter  by  recovering  kicks,  and  the 
heavy  line  plunging  of  E.  Martin,  the 
ball  was  placed  on  Groton’s  4-yard  line, 


but  here  Groton  took  a decided  brace, 
and  the  ball  was  lost  on  downs.  Soon 
after  the  whistle  blew. 

For  Latin  School  E.  Martin,  Dolson, 
and  Besarick  played  a fine  game,  while 
Davis  and  Olyphant  excelled  for  Groton. 
A thing  particularly  to  be  noted  was 
the  clean  playing  of  both  teams,  and 
right  here  the  team  expresses  its  thanks 
to  Groton  for  its  hospitality. 

the  line-up: 


LATIN 
re  Besarick 
rt  J.  Martin 
rg  Povah 
c Walsh 
lg  O’Callaghan 
It  Tarrant 
je  Hunt 
qb  Fitzgerald 
rhb  Dolson 
lhb  E.  Martin 
fb  McCarthy,  O'Dowd 


GROTON 

Hubbard,  Morse,  MacVeagh  le 
Coombs  It 
Tyng  lg 
Fuller,  Wood  c 
James  rg 
Davis  rt 
Coolidge  re 
Washburn  qb 
Olyphant,  Stevens  lhb 
Boyd  rhb 
Nash  fb 


Umpire— Christie,  Referee — Chadbourne. 
Head  Linesman— Peabody. 

Time — Four  7 minute  periods. 


B.  L.  S.,  0 Medford  High,  0 

On  Tuesday  October  1,  Latin  School 
journeyed  out  to  Medford  where  another 
scoreless  game  was  played.  Particu- 
larly noticeable  after  the  clean  playing 
of  Groton,  was  the  rough  play  of  Med- 
ford. Time  after  time  both  teams  were 
penalized  for  holding,  while  numerous 
other  incidents  were  noticed  from  the 
sidelines,  but  not  by  the  umpire.  How- 
ever, although  Medford  was  slightly 
heavier  than  Latin  School,  our  team 
played  such  a game  contest  that  the 
teams  appeared  evenly  matched;  and 
only  once  was  Medford  within  dangerous 
distance  of  our  goal,  although  they  were 
in  our  territory  more  often  than  we  in 
theirs.  Medford  had  good  interference 
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while  ours  was  poor,  and  another  weak 
part  of  our  team  was  the  continued  use 
of  centre  rushes  with  our  light  backs, 
through  Medford’s  heavy  line.  Two 
substitutes  deserve  especial  mention  in 
this  game,  for  they  played  like  veterans 
rather  than  new  men,  They  were  Mc- 
Caffrey, who  replaced  Walsh  at  centre 
after  the  latter  had  sprained  his  ankle 
in  the  first  period,  and  Young,  who  was 
sent  in  at  right  tackle.  For  Latin 
school  Martin,  Besarick  and  O’Dowd 
excelled,  while  Christensen,  Medford’s 
Giant  tackle,  was  the  life  of  that  team. 
the  line-up: 


MEDFORD  HIGH 
le  Thompson 
It  Christensen 
lg  Allard 

c Gillis,  Benjamin 
rg  Horton 
rt  Niland 
re  Burnham 
qb  Sweet  man 
Ihb  Mosher,  Sullivan 
rhb  Doncllan,  McCarthy 
fb  Crowe,  Getchell 
Referee  — O’Brien,  Umpire  — Flaherty, 
Linesman — Lawless. 

Time — Four  10  minute  periods. 


B.  L.  S. 
Hunt 

O’Keefe,  J.  Martin 
Povah 

McCaffrey,  Walsh 
O’Callaghan 
Young,  Tarrant 
Besarick 
Fitzgerald 
E.  Martin  rhb 
O’ Dowd  lhb 
McCue,  Dolson  fb 


re 

rt 

rg 

c 

Ig 

It 

le 

qb 


B.  L.  S.,  6 


B.  C.  H.,  0. 


On  Tuesday,  October  7,  a hard  battle 
was  fought  at  Locust  St.  Boston  College 
High  lined  up  against  Latin  School, 
and  as  both  teams  had  practised  on  the 
same  field  for  almost  a month,  each 
was  very  eager  to  win.  The  playing 
of  both  teams  was  very  ragged,  owing  to 
the  wet  field,  and  soggy  ball.  However, 
the  ball  balanced  up  and  down  the  field 
until  the  last  period,  when  by  a series 
of  skin  tackle  plays  by  Dolson,  and  a 
couple  of  end  runs  by  him  and  by  Fitz- 
gerald it  was  placed  on  B.  C.’s  two-yard 


line;  then  Martin,  who  had  played  a 
fine  game,  carried  the  ball  over  in  two 
short  centre  rushes.  A try  for  goal 
failed,  and  Latin  kicked  off  to  Boston 
College  High.  They  punted,  and  the 
ball  crossed  Latin’s  goal  line  untouched, 
but  Umpire  Cahalan  thought  differently, 
and  when  a Boston  College  High  man 
fell  on  the  ball,  after  Fitzgerald  had 
touched  it  behind  the  goal  line,  it  was 
declared  a touchdown,  when  the  largest 
score  possible  was  a safety.  After  B.  C. 
had  failed  at  a try  for  goal,  the  whistle 
blew  and  the  game  stood  6-6.  However 
since  that  time  Coach  O’Brien  has 
learned  from  the  officials  of  the  game, 
that  the  umpire’s  decision  was  made  on 
a false  basis,  and  that  the  official  score 
for  the  game  was  6 to  0 in  favor  of  Latin, 
thf  line-up: 


B.  C.  H. 


B.  L.  S. 


le  Pierce,  Frehere 
It  Shaughnessy 
lg  Shields,  Murphy 
c Falvey 
rg  A.  McDonald 
rt  Scanlon 
re  Nagle 
lhb  Bradley 
rhb  Higgins 


Besarick  re 
Cotter,  O’Callaghan  rt 
Tarrant  rg 
Walsh  c 
O'Keefe,  Povah  Ig 
Young,  Cotter,  J.  Martin  It 
Hunt  le 
O’ Dowd  rhb 
E.  Martin  lhb 


fb  McDonald, McCarthy  Enwright, Dolson  fb 
qb  Duffy  Enwright,  Reardon, 

Fitzgerald,  Moloney  qb 


Referee — O’Flaherty,  Umpire — Cahalan, 
Linesman — Crowley. 

Time. — Four  10  minute  periods. 


Rindge  2d,  20  B.  L.  2d,  0 

On  Monday,  Sept,  29,  our  second 
team  was  defeated  by  Rindge’s2d  team, 
20  to  0.  It  can  hardly  be  called  a 
victory  for  Rindge  2d,  as  she  used  several 
first  team  men;  nevertheless  it  gave 
Latin  a chance  to  work  out  the  new  men, 
and  to  show  that  Enwright  and  McCue 
were  promising  material. 
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THE  line-up: 
RINDGE  2d. 

lc  Creelman,  Finegan 
It  Dunn 
lg  O'Brien 
c Sands 
rg  Ainley,  Fort 
rt  Harriman 
re  Poole 
lhb  Cooper 

rhb  Sullivan,  Whelan 
fb  O’Connor 
qb  Kelley 

Touchdowns , Cooper 
Goals,  Kelley  2. 
Umpire — Coleman, 
Lin  esman — Loomis . 


B.  L.  S.  2d. 

Lavin  re 
Alberts  rt 
Stuart  rg 
T.  J.  Murphy  c 
Dillon  lg 
T.  Murphy  It 
Miller  le 
Quirk  rhb 
Delehanty  lhb 
McCue  fb 
Enwright  qb 

, Kelley,  Poole. 
Referee — Linehan, 


Newton,  21 


B.  L.,  0 


Columbus  day  was  surely  a hoodoo 
for  Latin,  and  the  less  said  about  this 
game  the  better.  While  it  is  true  that 
Newton  outweighed  our  team  ten  pounds 
per  man,  that  is  no  excuse  for  the  miser- 
able showing  that  Latin  made.  Newton 
started  with  a rush,  and  while  it  is  a 
terrible  thing  to  say,  it  is  true  that 
Latin  school  as  a team  was  not  “game.” 
Poor  interference,  poor  tackling,  and 
fumbling  showed  us  up,  and  put  New- 
ton in  the  limelight,  when  in  reality 
Newton  was  no  better  than  we  were, 
and  if  we  had  shown  the  spirit  we  did  at 
Medford,  the  score  would  have  been 
different. 


The  I.ine-up: 

NEWTON  HIGH 
le  Harris 
It  Gardner 
lg  Cunningham 
c Downey 
rg  Van  Tassel,  Allen 
rt  Brady,  (capt) 


B.  L.  S. 
Besarick  re 
O’Keefe,  J.  Martin  rt 
Tarrant  rg 
Walsh  c 
Povah  lg 
Cotter,  Young, 
O’Callaghan  It 


re  Bryson  Duntley,  Quinn,  Hunt  le 

qb  O’Neil,  White  Maloney,  Fitzgerald  qb 
lhb  Hyatt  O’ Dowd  rhb 

rhb  Thompson,  Vachon  E.  Martin  lhb 

fb  Jacobs  Reardon,  Enwright,  Dolson  fb 

Referee — Banhart,  Umpire — Woodlock, 
Linesman — Hyslop. 

Touchdowns — Hyatt,  Gardner,  Thompson 
Goals  from  touchdowns,  Brady  3 
Time— Four  10-minute  periods. 


Wellesley,  13  B.  L.  S.,  0 

On  Saturday,  October  18,  Latin  was 
once  more  defeated,  and  let  us  hope 
that  the  hoodoo  which  was  with  us 
during  this  week  has  vanished,  and  that 
the  remaining  games  may  be  victories. 
Wellesley  kicked  off  to  Martin,  who,  on 
his  first  try  as  fullback  made  steady 
gains  on  centre  rushes  to  the  middle  of 
the  field  where  Fitzgerald  threw  a for- 
ward pass  right  into  the  hands  of  a 
Wellesley  man,  who  ran  the  length  of 
the  field  for  a touchdown;  Wellesley 
kicked  the  goal,  and  the  score  was  7 to  0. 
Once  more  Wellesley  kicked  off,  this 
time  to  Dolson.  After  several  downs, 
Latin  punted,  and  Wellesley  made  a 
fair  catch  and  then  by  the  liberal  use 
of  end  runs  went  down  the  field  for 
another  touchdown.  Score  13  to  0. 
The  rest  of  the  game,  the  ball  wavered 
up  and  down  the  field,  neither  teams 
being  in  dangerous  distance  of  their 
opponent’s  goal.  Let  it  be  said,  how- 
ever, to  the  credit  of  the  Latin  School 
that  our  men  fought,  and  by  no  means 
let  Wellesley  have  things  their  own  way; 
but  their  slowness  on  the  fumbles  of 
both  teams  lost  as  much.  For  Wellesley 
Stover  and  Hatch  played  a brilliant 
game,  while  O’Keefe  and  Martin  were 
noticeable  figures  on  Latin’s  team, 


THE  NEWTON  HIGH  GAME. 

Photo  By  F.  L.  Baldwin. 
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The  summary : 

WELLESLEY  HIGH  B.  L.  S. 

re  W.  Carey,  Overholser,  Ryan 

Quinn,  Hunt  le 
rt  Fowle,  Weeks  Young,  Tarrant  It 

rg  W.  Harvey  Tarrant.  Povah  lg 

c Tilton  Murdough,  McCaffrey  c 

lg  Putnam,  Kilmain  O’Keefe  rg 

It  Putnam,  Fuller  Duntley,  O’Callaghan 

Cotter  rt 

le  J.  Carey,  Moulton  Besarick  re 

qb  Kuhlewen, Delaney  Enwright, Fitzgerald  qb 
rhb  Stover,  K.  Harvey  Maloney,  Dolson  lhb 
lhb  Finnerty,  C.  Carey  Reardon  rhb 

fb  Hatch,  Fowle  Dolson,  J.  Martin  fb 

Touchdowns — Hatch,  Moulton 
Goal  from  Touchdown — Putnam 
Referee — Hyslop;  Umpire — Careno. 
Linesman — Cobb. 

Time — Four  10  minute  periods. 

Boston  Latin,  6 Brookline  High,  0 

At  last  Latin  has  won  a game  without 
any  restrictions,  for  after  having  played 
two  and  a half  periods  without  a single 
score  being  made,  O’Dowd  intercepted  a 
forward  pass  by  Hayes  of  Brookline, 
and  ran  40 yards  fora  touchdown  where, 
owing  to  the  difficult  angle,  Dolson  failed 
to  kick  the  goal.  Both  teams  were 
very  evenly  matched  and  both  were 
handicapped  by  the  poor  condition  of 
the  field.  We  are  glad  to  notice  that 
Latin  school  has  regained  her  “fighting 
spirit  that  knows  not  defeat.”  This  was 
shown  clearly  in  this  game  when  in  the 
last  period  Brookline  by  clever  use  of 
the  forward  pass  gained  our  fifteen-yard 
line  and  tried  fora  drop  kick  which  was 
easily  blocked  by  our  speedy  ends  Besa- 
rick and  Murray.  Later  Brookline  had 
the  ball  on  our  one-yard  line,  but  so 
game  was  our  line  that  we  gained  the 


ball  on  downs,  whereupon  Enwright,  who 
had  played  a fine  game  at  quarter  all 
the  afternoon,  got  off  a spiral  that 
would  have  made  Sam  Felton  look  small. 

The  team  is  improving  in  every  way, 
as  is  shown  by  the  facts  that  Latin 
recovered  two  fumbles  in  the  game,  and 
Tarrant  broke  through  and  tackled  a 
Brookline  man  five  yards  behind  the 
line.  For  Latin  school  Tarrant,  Besarick, 
O’Keefe  and  Enwright  excelled,  while 
Dussosoit,  O’Connor,  Litchfield,  and 
Ackerman  were  the  stars  for  Brookline, 

The  summary: 


BOSTON  LATIN  BROOKLINE  HIGH 


le  Fitzgerald,  Murray 
t O’Keefe 
lg  Young,  Quirk 
c McCaffrey,  Murdough 
rg  Tarrant,  J.  Murphy 
rt  Cotter 
re  Besarick 

qb  Enwright,  Maloney  R. 
lhb  Dolson 

rhb  O’Dowd,  Reardon 
fb  McCue,  J.  Martin 


Strain  re 
Dusossoit  rt 
Ackerman  rc 
O’Connor  c 
Butler  lg 
Wood  It 
Daniels  le 
Kelley,  Hyde  qb 
Litchfield  rhb 
J.  Kelley  lhb 
Hayes  fb 


Score — B.  L.  S.,  6;  B H.  S.,  0.  Touch- 
down— O’Dowd.  Umpire — E.  A.  O’Brien. 
Referee — A.  J.  Woodlock.  Linesman — 
Capper.  Time  — Two  10  min.,  one  8 
m.,  one  5 m.  periods. 


* * * * 

Save  your  spare  pennies  for  a band  on 
Thanksgiving  day.  If  every  fellow  in 
the  school  gives  five  cents,  it  means  a 
band  of  eight  instruments 

* * * * 

That  was  a good  cheering  section  at 
Brookline,  but  we  want  a bigger  one  at 
Fenway  Park. 
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OLD  WHITEY. 


“Boar’s  Head”  bellowed  the  conduc- 
tor from  the  other  end  of  the  car.  Be- 
fore he  had  time  to  slam  the  door  shut, 
a bright,  sturdy  young  lad  of  about 
fifteen  years  of  age  jumped  onto  the 
platform  with  a small  grip  in  his  hand. 
He  had  light,  curly  hair  and  a well 
tanned  face  which  betokened  plenty  of 
outdoor  exercise.  The  alacrity  with 
which  he  jumped  off  the  car  and  dashed 
up  to  a tall,  lank  individual  standing 
by  a carriage  adds  proof  to  this  state- 
ment. 

Edward  Grey,  his  father,  was  a 
Boston  doctor,  and  a very  sensible  one 
as  Ned  thought,  for  he  knew  the  benefits 


that  were  to  be  obtained  from  a two 
months’  vacation  every  summer  in  this 
little  New  Hampshire  village. 

A cordial  “Hello,  Will!”  combined  with 
a hearty  hand  shake  was  Ned’s  greeting 
to  his  father’s  hired  man,  as  he  threw 
his  grip  under  the  seat  and  jumped  into 
the  buggy.  “How  are  the  folks?  Is  Old 
Whitey  still  in  the  pond?”  he  asked  in 
rapid  succession.  “Yep,  I had  him  out 
of  the  water  a couple  of  days  ago,  but 
he  managed  to  slip  off  somewhere. 
He’s  gettin’  wiser  now”,  answered  Will, 
rather  dolefully.  ‘‘You’ll  have  a gcod 
job  to  catch  him,  anyway.” 

They  referred  to  a big  pickerel,  “a 
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regular  piker,”  Ned’s  unde  dedared, 
which  had  presumably  come  down  from 
the  upper  part  of  Boar’s  Head  Lake 
and  taken  up  its  abode  in  a sheltered 
cove  that  abounded  with  sunken  logs 
and  roots  of  trees.  The  logs  had  come 
down  from  the  upper  lake  long  ago  and 
had  drifted  into  and  then  sunk  in  the 
cove.  All  of  this  made  it  rather  difficult 
for  one  to  do  any  successful  fishing 
there. 

The  fame  of  this  fish  had  spread  to 
the  neighboring  villages  with  varied 
reports  as  to  his  size  and  weight.  Sam 
Hopkins,  a well  known  fisherman  in 
those  parts  and  proprietor  of  the  village 
grocery  store,  vowed  that  it  was  three 
feet  loeg  if  it  was  an  inch.  Mr.  Hop- 
kins had  made  many  attempts  to  cap- 
ture this  monster  pickerel,  but  all  his 
efforts  were  fruitless. 

About  the  first  of  July  this  notice 
was  posted  outside  of  his  store:  I wall 
present  one  complete  set  of  fishing 
tackle  including  a good  rod,  lines,  hooks, 
flies,  spinners,  etc.,  to  the  person  who 
delivers  to  me  alive  the  fish  commonly 
known  as  “Old  Whitey,”  distinguished 
from  other  fish  by  his  size  and  a white 
mark  on  his  tail. 

(Signed):  Samuel  Hopkins. 

The  white  mark  or  scar  was  probably 
caused  by  coming  in  contact  with  the 
rocks  when  the  big  fish  came  through 
the  short  rapids  which  separated  the 
upper  and  the  lower  parts  of  the  lake. 

Among  those  who  read  the  notice 
posted  by  Mr.  Hopkins,  was  Mr.  Grey, 
Ned’s  uncle,  who  had  immediately  writ- 
ten  to  Ned  about  it,  and  when  the  latter 
went  to  visit  his  uncle,  he  took  his 
fishing  tackle  with  the  determination 
to  catch  that  fish  if  it  took  the  rest  of 
the  summer. 

Ned  and  the  hired  man  had  reached 


home  at  five  o'clock,  just  in  time  for  a 
nice,  warm  supper,  which  had  been 
prepared  a little  earlier  than  wTas  usual, 
on  account  of  Ned’s  coming.  After 
having  kissed  his  aunt  and  shaken  hands 
with  his  uncle,  he  sat  down  to  his  supper, 
which  was  interrupted  often  by  questions 
concerning  Old  Whitey. 

Notwithstanding  his  journey  of  the 
day  before,  Ned  arose  early,  arranged 
his  tackle,  and  set  out  for  the  cove, 
wherein  the  big  fish  had  his  abode. 
When  Mr.  Grey  awoke  and  found  Ned 
nowhere  to  be  seen,  he  smiled  to  him- 
self at  the  lad’s  enthusiasm. 

The  morning  passed  slowly  to  Ned, 
for  he  caught  nothing  but  a small 
pickerel,  which  he  threw  back  into  the 
water.  Not  another  bite  did  he  have 
until  at  last  the  pangs  of  hunger  drove 
him  home  to  get  his  dinner.  The  rest 
of  the  afternoon  he  spent  in  arranging 
his  lines  for  the  next  day. 

Doing  the  same  as  on  the  preceding 
day,  he  arose  early  and  bent  his  foot- 
steps toward  the  cove.  This  time  he 
was  more  fortunate  in  his  labors.  Al- 
though he  was  searching  for  larger  prey, 
the  bass  and  the  four  pickerel  that  he 
caught  were  very  acceptable  indeed. 
Just  as  he  was  reeling  in  his  line  there 
was  a mighty  swirl  in  the  water  where 
his  line  was,  and  out  there  jumped  the 
most  magnificent  pickerel  that  he  had 
ever  seen;  but  in  an  instant  the  wily 
fish  had  entangled  the  line  around  an 
old  log,  and  after  some  fierce  wriggling 
and  jumping  managed  to  snap  it 
off  a few  inches  above  the  hook. 

As  Ned  saw  the  dangling  line  in  the 
air,  he  dully  comprehended  that  he  had 
really  hooked  the  giant  fish;  but  that 
was  all,  and  he  knew  that  it  was  no 
use  to  attempt  to  fish  for  him  any  more 
that  day,  so  he  went  home.  The  first 
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thing  that  he  did  was  to  buy  the  strong- 
est fish-line  that  Sam  Hopkins  had  in 
his  store.  When  Will  and  his  employer 
saw  all  these  preparations,  they  smiled 
and  asked  Ned  how  they  were  biting. 
Ned  said  nothing,  but  made  up  his  mind 
that  the  next  time  Old  Whitey  was 
hooked  on  his  line,  he’d  never  get  off. 

The  next  morning  Ned  took  his  land- 
ing net  with  him  when  he  went  to  the 
cove,  as  he  thought  he  might  need  it. 
When  he  cast  his  line  out,  he  was  trem- 
bling with  excitement  and  when  the 
small  pickerel  got  hooked,  the  rod  near- 
ly fell  out  of  his  hands,  so  excited  was  he. 
After  this  his  nerves  steadied  until  he 
was  his  normal  self  again. 

It  was  about  ten  o’clock  when  some- 
thing that  he  instinctively  felt  to  be 
Old  Whitey  took  the  bait  with  a rush 
that  carried  him  right  out  of  the  water. 
Then  commenced  a battle  royal.  At 
the  very  onset  the  fish  rushed  out  tow- 
ards the  mouth  of  the  cove  for  about 
fifty  yards,  fortunately  for  Ned,  who 
followed  by  running  along  the  shore. 
He  had  no  wish  for  the  fish  to  entangle 
the  line  in  those  sunken  logs  and  wel- 
comed the  chance  that  offered  to  sepa- 
rate them  from  him. 

Finding  his  rushes  futile,  the  pickerel 
attempted  to  get  back  into  the  cove. 
Ned  gently  but  firmly  refused  to  let 
him  go  too  far  into  the  danger  zone. 
Feeling  that  he  could  do  nothing  in 
that  line,  he  tried  to  rush  again,  but  this 


tired  him  out  in  ten  or  fifteen  minutes 
and  then  he  felt  himself  being  drawn 
through  the  water  by  that  hated  line. 

Ned  waded  into  the  water  with  his 
landing  net  in  one  hand  and  prepared 
to  scoop  up  the  monster  when  the 
opportunity  offered.  It  came  in  a very 
short  time,  and  Ned  promptly  took 
advantage  of  it  and  then  waded  to 
shore  as  fast  as  he  could.  After  taking 
the  hook  from  Old  Whitey’s  jaws  he 
ran  to  Mr.  Hopkins’  store  and  placed 
the  fish  in  a big  tank  in  the  window. 

When  he  arrived  at  his  aunt’s  home, 
Ned  said  nothing  about  the  matter,  but 
in  a short  time  the  news  had  spread 
throughout  the  village  and  a large 
crowd  had  collected  in  front  of  the  store 
to  view  the  king  who  had  for  so  long 
defied  all  the  wiles  of  the  county’s 
best  anglers,  but  at  last  had  been  hum- 
bled. Mr.  Hopkins  tried  to  measure 
him  as  he  lay  on  the  top  of  the  water, 
and  said  that  Old  Whitey  was  a good 
twenty-five  inches  long  from  the  tip  of 
his  nose  to  the  end  of  his  tail. 

Everyone  expected  that  Ned  would 
leave  the  pickerel  in  the  tank  and  there- 
by gain  possession  of  the  coveted  outfit; 
but  Ned  surprised  them  all  by  saying 
that  the  fish  had  fought  so  hard  for  its 
life  that  it  had  fairly  earned  its  freedom; 
so  he  put  it  in  the  lake  three  days  later, 
a happier  and  much  wiser  fish. 

W.  A.  D.,  '16. 
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NOT  GUILTY! 


Herbert  Norman  was  the  richest  man 
in  Rousville.  He  was  esteemed  and 
revered  by  every  citizen  of  the  progress- 
ing little  city,  and  rightly,  for,  from  a 
poor  farm-hand,  he  had  risen  to  wealth 
and  prominence,  by  hard,  steady  work. 

His  business  was  chiefly  that  of  buy- 
ing and  selling  real  estate,  and  to  better 
his  prospects,  he  had  opened  offices  in 
two  of  the  neighboring  towns.  About 
two  years  later,  an  event  occurred  which 
threatened  to  ruin  him.  It  happened 
in  this  way: 

He  was  building  a frame  house  in 
Woodbury,  an  adjacent  town,  and  every 
evening  after  dark  he  would  go  and  see 
how  the  construction  was  progressing, 
for  he  was  so  busy  that  it  was  nigh 
impossible  for  him  to  examine  it  during 
the  day.  It  so  happened  that  the  street 
on  which  the  house  was  being  built  was 
very  poorly  lighted,  as  most  of  the 
streets  were  in  that  district. 

One  night,  although  it  was  unusually 
dark  and  windy,  he  was  nevertheless 
on  the  premises  as  usual.  It  was  so 
dark  that  he  decided  to  use  a lamp. 
He  took  one  which  was  on  several 
pieces  of  lumber  in  the  street,  but  upon 
removing  it  from  the  lumber,  a strong 
gust  of  wind  blew  it  out.  Naturally, 
he  took  a match  from  his  pocket,  and 
proceeded  to  light  it.  Protecting  the 
match  under  a projecting  corner  of  the 
lumber,  he  succeeded  in  lighting  it, 
and — Bang ! 

The  next  day  the  Woodbury  “Ga- 
zette” had  a full  account  of  the  fire: 

“Herbert  Norman,  the  well-known 
financier,  lies  ill  in  the  hospital  as  a 
result  of  the  fire  which  occurred  last 
night  on  X — Street.  The  fire  was 


evidently  of  incendiary  origin,  for  Mr. 
Samuel  Cameron,  who  happened  to  be 
passing  at  the  moment,  swears  he  saw 
■someone  touch  a match  to  a large  can 
of  something  he  knew  not  what,  and 
this,  he  says,  caused  a terrific  explosion. 
The  man  proves  to  be  Herbert  Norman 
of  Rousville.  The  doctor  says  he  will 
recover,  and  as  scon  as  possible,  he  will 
have  to  stand  trial  for  arson.” 

Both  towns  were  in  a state  of  excite- 
ment when  they  heard  the  news.  They 
could  not  believe  that  Herbert  Norman 
would  be  capable  of  committing  such 
a crime.  Yet  there  was  considerable 
evidence  against  him.  The  house  was 
heavily  insured.  Moreover  the  word 
of  Samuel  Cameron,  one  of  the  select- 
men of  Woodbury,  could  not  be  doubted. 

But  what  induced  Norman  to  do  the 
deed?  That  was  the  question. 

The  days  rolled  by,  and,  Norman 
having  recovered,  the  trial  was  soon 
to  be  held.  The  long  waited-for  day 
arrived  at  last.  Norman,  of  course, 
pleaded  not  guilty,  but  circumstantial 
evidence  was  so  strong  against  him 
that  apparently  neither  he  nor  his 
lawyer  could  prove  his  innocence. 

The  jury  was  about  to  adjourn  to 
decide  on  the  verdict,  and  everybody 
knew  it  would  be  unfavorable  for  the 
defendant,  when  suddenly,  Norman’s 
attorney  beckoned  to  the  witness-stand 
a well-known  man  who  was  standing 
in  the  rear  of  the  court-room.  Every- 
one’s eyes  were  turned  on  him.  It  was 
the  constable.  The  jury  stopped  in 
their  places.  Silence  reigned. 

“Where  where  you  on  the  night  of  the 
fire?”  questioned  the  attorney. 

“On  X — street,”  replied  the  constable. 
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“Tell  what  you  saw  there  on  that 
night.” 

“I  went  down  there  to  see  if  the  mate- 
rial in  the  street  was  protected  by  the 
proper  lights.  I noticed  one  of  the 
lamps  was  almost  empty.  I,  accord- 
ingly, took  a large  can  of  kerosene  oil 
from  the  nearby  temporary  shanty 
and  filled  the  lamp.  I remembered 
that  I had  carelessly  forgotten  to  take 
along  some  matches,  so,  I went 
into  a neighbor’s  house  to  get  some. 
Just  as  I was  coming  out,  I saw  Mr. 
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Norman  striking  a match  to  light  the 
lamp,  not  seeing  the  dangerous  can  of 
oil  which  I had  thoughtlessly  left  open 
and  which,  by  this  time,  had  given  the 
oil  a chance  to  vaporize.  Before  I 
had  time  to  warn  him,  he  had  struck 
the  match  and  the  explosion  had  taken 
place.” 

The  jury  was  out  but  a few  minutes. 
The  cheering  was  deafening  when  the 
jury  proclaimed,  “Not  Guilty.” 

H.  D.  T4. 


THE  DIFFERENCE 
Laugh  and  the  world  laughs  with  you; 
Laugh  and  you  laugh  alone. 

The  first  when  the  joke  is  the  teacher’s. 

The  second  when  it  is  your  own. 

* * * * 

Pupil — Caesar  er-er-er-etc. 

Moral;  “To  err  is  human.” 

* * * * 

NOTICE. 

A union  has  been  proposed  for  holders 
of  front  and  rear  seats,  to  prevent  the 
teachers  from  overworking  them  in  the 
distribution  and  collection  of  papers, 
inasmuch  as  these  unfortunates  are 
generally  too  tired  at  the  close  of  school 
to  do  their  home-lessons. 


Teacher  (to  boy  caught  whispering): 
What  were  you  trying  to  find  out? 
Boy — Nothing,  sir. 

Teacher — I thought  so,  but  don’t  find 

it  out  in  that  way.  Come  and  ask  me. 
* * * * 

IN  HISTORY 

Puzzled  Freshman — Please,  sir,  will 
you  explain  to  me  how  a heavy-armed 
Greek  warrior  could  hop  light? 

* * * * 

EMPHATIC 

Teacher  (to  a junior) — Is  this  your 
first  year  of  Greek? 

Junior — No,  it’s  my  last. 
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OTES 


The  publication  of  this  number  of 
The  Register  was  delayed  in  order  that 
the  account  and  photographs  of  the 
game  with  English  High  might  be  in- 
cluded. 

* * * * 

The  new  catalogues  contain,  besides 
the  usual  information,  several  new  fea- 
tures, among  which  we  observe  with 
great  pleasure  that  a page  has  been 
devoted  to  “The  Latin  School  Register”. 
We  are  deeply  grateful  to  the  authorities 
for  this  attention,  which  we  feel  The 
Register  has  well  deserved,  as  an  im- 
portant branch  of  the  school’s  activities. 

Two  of  the  five  public  declamations, 
to  take  place  before  the  Annual  Prize 
Declamation  in  June,  have  passed  into 
history.  It  still  remains  for  certain 
classes  to  decide  how  much  of  the  honor 
of  that  final  event  they  wish  to  fall  to 

their  juniors  uncontested. 

* * * * 

The  music  rendered  at  our  assemblies 
and  public  declamations  has  been  this 
year  of  such  excellence  as  to  call  forth 
the  approval  of  all.  At  the  sound  of 
music  new  ambitions  and  old  ambitions 
strengthened  make  us  better  prepared 
to  meet  our  tasks.  The  Monday  morn- 
ing selections  are  singularly  beautiful, 
and  contribute  additional  charm  to  the 
life  of  this  school.  They  will  always 
be  remembered  with  great  pleasure. 


On  Wednesday,  November  12,  an 
enthusiastic  mass-meeting  was  held 
in  the  hall.  Mr.  Pennypacker  was  the 
first  speaker,  and  gave  wise  counsel  to 
the  supporters  of  our  teams.  Perhaps 
the  most  important  thing  to  remember 
is  not  to  cheer  the  mistakes  of  the  opponent 
The  ethics  of  good  sportsmanship  for- 
bid this  above  all,  and  the  Latin  School 
has  never  forgotten  that  it  must  excel 
in  courtesy. 

Mr.  Southworth  next  spoke  a few 
words  which  were  well  received;  then 
Captain  McCarthy  was  welcomed  with 
cheers.  He  made  it  clear  that  the  team 
most  needs  support  when  losing,  and 
the  practice,  wThich  followed  under  the 
leadership  of  Murray,  Walker,  and  Mad- 
den, prophesied  the  presence  of  the  Latin 
School  spirit  in  the  Thanksgiving  bleach- 
ers. 

* * * * 

The  Register  and  the  school  is  indebt- 
ed to  F.  L.  Baldwin  of  Room  15  for  the 
photographs  in  this  and  in  the  Novem- 
ber issue.  They  represent  time,  money, 
and  school  spirit  and  we  appreciate  the 
result. 

* * * * 

The  Latin  School  Debating  Club 
meets  with  Mr.  Southworth  each  Friday 
afternoon.  Owing  to  the  regretted 
withdrawal  of  E.  A.  Wouters  from  the 
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school,  D.  J.  Harkins  has  been  elected 
secretary.  The  studies  of  the  club  are 
profitable  and  lie  open  to  all. 

* * * * 

R.  C.  Kelley,  T3,  who  was  Editor  in 
Chief  of  this  paper  last  year,  recently 
visited  t;he  school  and  incidentally  the 
“Sanctum,”  where  he  left  much  deeply 
appreciated  information  of  the  doings 
of  his  classmates  and  others. 

* * * * / 

J.  W.  Saladine,  T3  plays  end  on  the 
Dartmouth  Freshman  team. 

* * * * 

J.  Colby,  T2  is  guard  on  Dartmouth 
Varsity. 

* * * * 

A.  M.  Cheney,  T3  won  the  tennis 
tournament  at  Dartmouth. 

* * * * 

W.  J.  Boles  and  L.  Berman,  both  T3, 
are  on  the  Harvard  Freshman  team.  Ber- 
man visited  the  school  November  20. 

* 5^  * * 

M.  P.  Bail,  T3  is  a member  of  the 

Harvard  Mandolin  Club. 

* * * * 

M.  Logan,  ’ll,  the  regular  quarter- 
back on  Harvard  Varsity  is  also  secre- 
tary and  treasurer  of  the  Junior  Class. 
* * * * 

E,  W.  Soucy,  T2  is  a Harvard  Varsity 
center. 

* * * * 

On  the  Harvard  second  team,  R.  S. 
King,  T2,  plays  half;  J.  A.  Doherty, 
T2,  quarter;  S.  Temple,  ’ll,  half; 
W.  W.  Daley,  ’ll,  end. 

* * * * 

We  are  reminded  to  offer  a few 
appropriate  verses  by  M.  H.  C.  T5 
entitled : 


SUPPORT  YOUR  PAPER! 

When  you  have  a little  item, 

Send  it  in. 

There  is  no  time  like  the  present  to  begin ; 
We’ll  appreciate  it,  too, 

Just  as  we  always  do, 

If  you’ll  promptly  send  your  little  item  in 

When  you  hear  that  something’s  hap- 
pened, 

Mail  it  in. 

It  will  only  take  two  pennies  worth  of 
“tin.” 

You’ll  feel  better  every  day 
All  along  life’s  rugged  way, 

If  you  think  about  the  paper;  so  begin. 

When  you  hear  of  some  occurrence, 
Step  right  in. 

We  will  greet  you  with  a “howdy,”  and 
a grin: 

For  we  like  to  print  the  news, 

And  ’twill  save  our  only  shoes, 

If  we  do  not  have  to  chase  the  items  in. 

* * * * 

If  you  are  not  a subscriber,  be  sure  to 
profit  by  the  reduced  rates  now  offered. 
The  Register  may  be  obtained  for  the 
rest  of  this  year  for  thirty-five  cents. 
The  June  and  Alumni  Numbers  will 
be  twenty-five  cents  each,  if  bought 
separately,  all  others  ten  cents  each. 
You  can  save  exactly  a dollar  by  acting 
now.  If  you  do  not  take  advantage 
of  this,  you  can  claim  but  little  business 
foresight  and  even  less  school  spirit. 

* * * * 

The  January  number  of  The  Register 
will  be  ready  before  the  holidays. 

* * * * 

The  following  selections  will  be  ren- 
dered in  the  hall  by  T.  R.  S.  Pugh,  T4.: 
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December  1, 

EDWARD  MacDOWELL. 

A.  D.  M D C XX.  Op,  55,  No.  3. 

from  “Sea  Pieces.” 

December  8, 

MARTINUS  SIEVEKING. 

Introduction  et  Valse. 

Lente,  Op.  10. 

December  15, 

LUDWIG  VON  BEETHOVEN. 

Minuet  in  G. 

December  22, 

WILLIAM  CLIFFORD  HEILMAN 

Intermezzo  in  Eft 
Minor,  Op.  6,  No.  1 

* * * * 

Leo  A.  Thumin,  T2  was  seriously 
burned  on  the  right  leg  from  the  thigh 
to  the  ankle,  by  the  breakage  of  a car- 
boy of  nitric  acid  on  August  27.  He 
was  removed  to  the  Grace  Hospital, 
but  on  October  7 he  was  taken  to  the 
Stillman  Infirmary,  where  seventeen 
square  inches  of  skin  were  transplanted 
from  his  left  thigh.  The  operation  was 
performed  by  Dr.  A.  Ehrenfried  B.  L.  S. 
’98,  Harvard  ’02.  It  was  successful  and 
Thumin  will  soon  be  able  to  go  to  his 
home. 

* * * * 

Rev.  Edward  Augustus  Renouf,  D.  D. 
rector-emeritus  of  St.  James  Episcopal 
Church,  at  Keene,  N.  H.,  died  Novem- 
ber 11,  in  his  ninety-fifth  year.  Dr. 
Renouf,  a Latin  School  graduate,  was, 
with  the  exception  of  Dr.  James  Lloyd 
Wellington  of  Swansea,  the  oldest  Har- 
vard graduate.  Until  a few  months 
ago  these  gentlemen  shared  honors 
with  the  Rev.  J.  I.  T.  Coolidge,  D.  D., 


also  a Latin  School  graduate,  who  died 
during  the  summer. 

The  Register  acknowledges  with 
thanks  the  receipt  of  the  following 
exchanges. 

“The  Oracle,”  Malden  High  School, 
Malden  Mass. 

“The  Key,”  Battle  Creek  H.  S.,  Battle 
Creek,  Mich. 

“The  Advance,”  Salem  High  School, 
Salem,  Mass. 

“The  Red  and  White,”  Rochester  H.  S., 
Rochester,  N.  H. 

“The  Phillips  Bulletin,”  Phillips  Acade- 
my, Andover  Mass. 

“The  Enterprise,”  Roxbury  H.  S.,  Rox- 
bury  Mass., 

“Brown  Alumni  Monthly,”  Brown  Univ., 
Providence,  R.  I. 

“The  Grotonian,”  Groton  School,  Gro- 
ton, Mass. 

“The  Argus,”  Gardner  High  School, 
Gardner,  Mass. 

“The  Bowdoin  Orient,”  Brunswick,  Me. 
“The  Lawrence  Bulletin,”  Lawrence, 
Mass. 

“The  Nobleman,”  Noble  & Greenough 
School,  Boston,  Mass. 

“The  Orient,”  E.  Side  H.  S.,  Newark, 
N.  J. 

“The  Record,”  English  H.  S.,  Boston, 
Mass. 

“Yale  Alumni  Weekly,”  New  Haven, 
Conn. 

“The  Holy  Cross  Purple,”  Worcester, 
Mass. 

“The  Clarion,”  West  Roxbury  H.  S., 
Jamaica  Plain. 

“The  Wesleyan  Argus,”  Middletown, 
Conn.  Herman  Dana  T4. 
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Now  that  football  is  over,  the  two 
winter  sports  Hockey  and  Track 
will  soon  start.  Of  the  two  Track  is 
the  most  important,  and  a few  explana- 
tions might  be  of  value.  Charles  Ham- 
lin of  Class  II,  who  was  a member  of 
the  football  team,  and  holds  the  Boston 
Interscholastic  Outdoor  High  jump  rec- 
ord, is  Captain,  and  Ralph  Kielty  of 
Class  I,  is  manager.  Mr.  O’Brien  will 
coach  the  team,  and  we  shall  practice 
in  the  drill  hall  and  gymnasium.  Track 
work  is  a very  suitable  sport  from  the 
fact  that  any  boy  may  win  his  letter, 
for  letters  are  awarded  in  the  following 
way:  To  Seniors  who  win  a place  in  the 
Regimental  meet,  or  make  *the  relay 
team;  to  intermediates  who  win  first 
places  in  the  Regimental  meet;  and  to 
juniorsvwho  break  junior  records.  Thus 
boys  of  all  sizes  have  a chance.  For  the 
benefit  of  the  new  boys  the  classes^are 
divided  as  follows:  Seniors,  boys  over 
17  years  old  and  5ft  5 inches  high; 
Intermediates,  boys  not  included  in  jun- 
iors and  seniors,  Juniors,  boys  under 
15  years  of  age  and  under  5ft  1 inch  high. 
The  uniform  is  white  running  pants 
with  purple  trimmings,  and  a white 
shirt,  on  which  a diagonal  purple  rib- 
bon may  be  worn  by  place  winners  in 


the  inter-class  meet,  or  by  members  of 
the  team.  Let  everybody  come  out 
and  build  up  a track  team  that  shall  win 
the  Regimental  meet! 

As  to  hockey:  Bennett  Murray  of 
Class  II,  is  captain,  and  Arthur  Nelson  of 
Class  II  is  manager. 

This  sport  is  an  excellent  one,  and 
all  those  who  skate  are  urged  to  come  out 
and  make  the  hockey  team  a credit  to 
the  school.. 

* * * * 

The  football  team  has  been  criticised 
by  the  newspapers  for  its  ragged  uni- 
forms. It  is  true  that  the  athletic  asso- 
ciation^does  not  supply  the  team,  so 
that  the  fellows  must  shift  for  themselves 
Nevertheless,  fellows,  cheer  up!  think 
how  distinguished  you  look  in  your  rags 
and  what  a pride  to  your  Alma  Mater 
you  ar^  in  them! 

* * * * 

The  account  of  the  English  High- 

Boston  Latin  game  is  on  another  page. 
* * * * 

The  manager  expresses  his  thanks  to 

Cleary,  '08,  and  Fitzgerald,  '03,  for 
their  assistance  at  the  Mechanic  Arts 
Game. 
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An  example  of  the  Latin  school  spirit 
is  shown  in  the  deeds  of  the  alumni. 
Boles  ’13,  Berman  ’13,  Cleary  ’08, 
Craven  ’13,  and  many  others  have  come 
out  to  practice  to  assist  Coach  O’Brien 
in  getting  the  football  players  ready  for 
the  English  High  game. 

* * * * 

Owing  to  the  unpleasant  weather  on 
Saturday,  October  25,  Latin  School 
cancelled  the  game  with  St.  Marks. 

Moses  Brown  0 Boston  Latin  0 

On  Saturday,  November  1,  our  team 
left  for  Providence  for  the  first  football 
game  with  the  Moses  Brown  School 
since  the  days  when  our  present  coach 
Mr.  O'Brien,  represented  the  purple 
and  white.  The  Latin  School  kicked 
off,  and  our  rivals  ran  the  ball  back 
to  the  centre  of  the  field  by  means  of  a 
shift  play  which  fooled  our  men.  Here 
Latin  gained  the  ball  on  a fumble,  and 
rushed  to  Moses  Brown’s  30-yd  line, 
where  the  ball  was  lost  on  a fumble 
and  they  kicked  to  Latin,  who  gained 
Moses  |Brown’s  25-yd.  line,  where  En- 
wright  tried  a drop  kick,  which  failed 
owing  to  the  high  wind.  After  the  ball 
had  been  brought  out,  Moses  Brown 
kicked,  and  by  the  line  plunging  of 
Dolson  and  Martin  the  ball  was  carried 
almost  over  the  line.  In  fact,  a touch- 
down was  very  imminent,  but  the  referee 
thought  otherwise,  and  the  whistle  soon 
blew  for  the  end  of  the  half.  In  the 
second  half  both  teams  fought  to  win, 
but  to  no  avail,  and  at  the  end  the  score 
stood  0 to  0.. 

For  Latin  school  Besarick,  Dolson,  and 
Fitzgerald  played  well,  while  Captain 
Hubbard,  and  Titrnan  excelled  for 
Moses  Brown. 


It 

lg 

c 

rg 

rt 

re 

qb 


The  Summary 
BOSTON  LATIN 
re  Besarick, 
rt  Cotter, 
rg  Hunt, 
c Murdough, 
lg  Young, 

It  O'Keefe,  O'Callaghan, 
le  Fitzgerald,  Murray, 
qb  Enwright,  Fitzgerald, 
rhb  O’Dowd,  Maloney, 
lhb  Dolson, 

fb  J.  Martin,  Reardon, 

Score: — B.  L.  S.  0.  Moses  Brown  0. 

Referee — Tewhill,  of  Brown,  Umpire — Waughtell 
Head  Linesman — Boyden,  Linesmen — Reardon 
and  Ignatz. 

Time — 4 ten  minute  periods. 

Beverly  High  0 Boston  Latin  14 

On  Saturday,  November  8,  Latin 
journeyed  to  Beverly  with  a happy 
result,  for,  inspired  by  the  presence  of 
several  of  the  players’  cousins,  our 
team  made  two  touchdowns  and  two 


MOSES  BROWN 
Titrnan  le 
Morse 
Cleveland 
Beauvel 
Becker 
Eden 
Littleman 
(Capt)  Hubbard 
Farley,  Reynolds  lhb 
Crankshaw,  rhb 
Stuart  fb 


goals.  Latin  school  kicked  off  to  Bever- 
ly, and  the  ball  seesawed  up  and  down 
the  field,  Latin  losing  two  chances  to 
score,  once  by  a fumble,  and  once  by  a 
failure  on  Enwright’s  try  for  a goal 
from  the  field.  However,  in  the  second 
half  Latin  School  went  in  to  win,  and 
by  recovering  a fumble,  two  perfect 
forward  passes  and  the  successful  line 
plunging  of  Captain  McCarthy,  who 
was  now  back  in  the  game,  we  arrived 
at  Beverly’s  goal  line,  which  Enwright 
crossed  with  the  ball ; he  then  proceeded 
to  kick  the  goal.  Beverly  kicked  off, 
and  again  Latin  tore  down  the  field 
where  Ernest  Martin  carried  the  ball 
across  for  another  touchdown.  En- 
wright kicked  the  goal  from  a difficult 
angle.  Lack  of  time  prevented  a larger 
score  for  Latin  school.  The  weak  part 
of  both  teams  was  the  defensive  work, 
and  the  scoring  was  due  to  Latin’s 
better  offensive  work. 
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For  Latin  school  Young,  E.  Martin, 
and  Captain  McCarthy  excelled,  while 
Hood  and  Brewer  were  Beverly’s  stars. 


The  Summary: 

BOSTON  LATIN 

le  Fitzgerald,  Hamlin, 
It  Hamlin,  O’Keefe, 

Ig  Young, 

c Walsh,  Murdough, 
rg  Hunt,  O’Callaghan, 
rt  J.  Martin,  Cotter, 
re  Besarick,  Duntley, 
qb  Enwright,  Cahill, 
Ihb  E.  Martin, 
rhb  O’Dowd, 
fb  Dolson,  McCarthy, 


BEVERLY  HIGH 

Moyon,  re 
Smith,  rt 
Osborn,  rg 
Hossley,  c 
Hood,  lg 
Southwick,  It 
Woodbury,  le 
Brady,  qb 
Herron,  Brewer,  rhb 
Daley,  lhb 
McKinnon,  Gray,  fb 


Score — Boston  Latin  14.  Beverly  High  0. 
Touchdowns — Enwright,  E.  Martin.  Goals — 
Enwright  2,  Referee — Raymond.  Umpire — 
Mackay.  Head  Linesman — Fitzgerald. 


Winthrop  High  3 B.  L.  S.  0. 

On  Tuesday,  November  11,  as  a 
reward  for  faithful  attendance  at  prac- 
tice the  whole  squad  was  taken  to  Win- 
throp, for  the  first  football  game  ever 
arranged  between  the  two  schools. 
Winthrop  kicked  off  to  Dolson,  who  ran 
the  ball  back  55  yards,  and  was  on  his 
way  for  a touchdown  if  he  had  not  mis- 
taken Enwright  in  his  black  jersey  for  a 
Winthrop  player  and  tried  to  dodge 
him.  Enwright  tried  a drop  kick  but 
failed,  w'hile  by  hard  playing  Winthrop 
gained  our  20-yard  line  and  kicked  a 
goal  for  the  only  score  of  the  game.  In 
the  last  period  Latin  school  wras  forced 
down  to  her  goal  line  but  by  the  fighting 
spirit  of  B.  L.  S.,  they  brought  it  out 
of  danger,  and  held  their  own  until  the 
end  of  the  game.  Although  outweighed 
by  Winthrop,  our  team  played  finely, 
especially  Enwright,  Dolson,  and  Cotter, 
while  O’Donnell  and  Talcott  were  Win- 
throp’s  stars. 


The  Summary: 

WINTHROP  HIGH  B.  L.  S. 


le 

Webster, 

McCue,  Hamlin, 

re 

It 

Edwards, 

Cotter, 

rt 

lg 

Jordan, 

O'Callaghan,  Povah, 

rg 

c 

Allen, 

Murdough,  Walsh, 

c 

rg 

Lewis, 

Quinn,  Young, 

lg 

rt 

Butner, 

McCarthy,  O’Keefe, 

It 

re 

Lucke, 

Besarick,  Hunt, 

le 

qb 

Burke, 

Cahill,  Enwright, 

qb 

fhb  O’Donnell, 

(Capt.)  E.  Martin, 

rhb 

rhb  Talcott, 

Dolson, 

lhb 

lb 

Tonry, 

McCarthy,  J Martin, 

fb 

Score — Winthrop  High  3.  Boston  Latin  0 
Goal  from  field  by  O’Donnell. 

Umpire — J.  H.  Starkey,  Referee — A.  J.  Woodlock, 
Linesman — Cleary.  Time — 4 ten  minute  periods. 

M.  A.  H.  S.  6.  B.  L.  S.  3. 

At  Fenway  Park  on  November  18, 
we  were  forced  to  bow  to  Mechanic  Arts 
for  the  first  time  in  six  years  by  the 
score  of  6 to  3.  The  game  wras  a poorly 
played  one,  both  teams  doing  consider- 
able fumbling.  Mechanic  Arts  kicked 
off  to  Dolson,  and  after  several  dowms 
in  which  both  teams  lost  and  recovered 
the  ball  on  fumbles,  EnwTight  punted  to 
Doyle  on  Mechanic’s  35-yard  line. 
The  latter  fumbled,  and  Besarick  re- 
covered the  ball  for  Latin  school,  where 
after  thiee  plays  Enwright  failed  on  a 
try  for  a goal.  Mechanic  Arts  punted 
to  Latin,  who  returned  the  kick  to  Lally 
on  their  25-yard  line.  Hunt  recovered 
the  ball  on  a fumble  and  Enwright  again 
tried  a drop  which  wras  blocked  by  Piper. 
Soon  afterwards  Mechanic  Arts  suc- 
ceeded on  a forward  pass  to  Bourne, 
who  ran  58  yards  for  a touchdowm. 
The  ball  now  moved  up  and  down  the 
field  until  the  last  quarter,  wrhen  En- 
wright kicked  a goal  from  the  field,  thus 
saving  us  from  a shutout. 

Enwright’s  punts  and  E.  Martin’s 
clever  work  at  quarter  were  the  bright 
lights  of  Latin,  although  McCarthy, 
Hamlin,  and  Hunt  did  their  share. 
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e gi s t e r 


while  Bourne  and  Lally  excelled  for 
Mechanic  Arts. 

The  summary: 

BOSTON  LATIN  MECHANIC  ARTS, 

re  Besarick,  McCue,  O'Keefe,  Murphy 

McManus,  Curran  le 

rt  Cotter,  Dean  It 

rg  Young,  Bolton,  lg 

c Walsh,  Murdough,  (Capt.)  Piper,  c 
lg  Hunt,  Scheiring,  rg 

It  Hamlin,  O’Callaghan,  Wright  rt 

le  Enwright,  Faust,  Shea, 

O’Rourke,  Moulton  re 


qb  E.  Martin,  Cahill, 
rhb  O’Dowd,  O’Connor, 
lhb  Dolson, 
fb  McCarthy, 


Cutler,  qb 
Doyle,  Stern,  lhb 
Lally,  rhb 
Bourne,  fb 


Score — Mechanic  Arts  6.  Boston  Latin  3. 
Touchdown — Bourne.  Goal  from  field — En- 
wright. 

Umpire — Courtney  of  Lafayette  Referee — Dr. 
E.  J.  O’Brien 

Head  Linesman — Cummings,  Harvard  Medical 
Linesmen — Tony  Tarrant  and  Bingoe 
Time — 2 ten  minute,  1 seven  and  one  3 minute 
periods.  Attendance — 1000. 


THE  THANKSGIVING  DAY  GAME. 


The  excitement  started  Wednesday 
noon,  November  26,  when  Cheer  Lead- 
er Madden  introduced  Mr.  Campbell 
as  first  speaker  at  the  greatest  mass 
meeting  ever  held  in  Latin  School. 
After  every  member  of  the  team  had  been 
cheered,  Coach  O’Brien  and  Captain 
McCarthy  made  their  debut  as  orators, 
Added  to  this  excellent  demonstration 
Pendergast  TO,  Soucy  ’ll  and  Boles  T2 
gave  a few  words  of  encouragement. 
The  squad  now  dispersed  to  the  field 
where  a snappy  practice  was  held,  at 
which  many  old  “L”  men  who  are  now 
college  stars,  assisted. 

Thanksgiving  Day,  dawning  bright 
and  clear,  was  ideal  for  football,  and 
promptly  at  10  a.  m.  a band  of  red- 
jerseyed  young  braves  trotted  across 
thegridiron  at  Fenway  Park,  where  they 
were  welcomed  by  a mighty  cheer  from 
2,000  Latin  school  rooters,  under  the 
leadership  of  Walker,  Murray,  and 
Reardon.  Soon  English  High  appeared, 
in  new  sweaters,  and  at  10.30  the 
teams  lined  up  for  their  annual  con- 
flict 

Latin  School  kicked  off  to  Coughlin, 


who  after  two  unsuccessful  rushes  punt- 
ed to  Dolson  in  midfield.  By  a heavy 
centre  rush,  Dolson  made  first  down, 
and  a forward  pass  to  Enwright  netted 
another  10  yards.  Here  Enwright  tried 
unsuccessfully  for  a field  goal,  and  in 
the  resulting  fumble  by  English,  it  be- 
came Latin  School’s  ball  on  her  oppo- 
nents’ 3-yard  line.  Alas,  who  should 
now  appear  but  that  firm  friend  of  the 
Latin  School  football  team  of  1913,  Mr. 
Bad  Luck?  for  in  the  next  play  a 
fumble  occurred,  and  like  a flash  of 
lightning  O’Connor,  English’s  speedy 
end,  grabbed  the  ball  and  ran  the  full 
length  of  the  field  for  a touchdown; 
Ignico  kicked  the  goal,  and  the  period 
ended  with  the  score  7 to  0 against 
Latin  School 

In  the  next  period  English  High 
kicked  off  to  Latin,  who  fumbled,  and 
English  recovered  the  ball.  The  latter 
punted  to  Latin,  who  soon  lost  the  ball 
on  downs.  English  now  tried  a forward 
pass,  which  Dolson  intercepted  on  Latin 
School's  25  yard  line.  Again  Latin 
tried  to  rush,  and  although  our  line 
held  wonderfully,  outweighed  as  they 


SHELBURNE  ATTEMPTING  TO  INTERCEPT  PASS  BY  MARTIN  TO  DOTSON 


DOLSON  PASSING  BALL  TO  McCARTHY  ON  RUN  AROUND  RIGHT  END. 


ENWRIGHT  PUNTING. 


Photos  by  F.  L.  Baldwin 
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were,  and  McCarthy  used  his  best 
line  plunging  power,  English  High’s 
backfield  defense  was  always  there  to 
stop  our  man.  In  fact,  this  backfield 
was  our  ruin,  for  it  not  only  did  most 
of  the  tackling  but  scored  three  touch- 
downs as  well.  Once  more  the  ball 
was  lost  on  downs,  and  this  time  it 
was  McCarthy  who  intercepted  a for- 
ward pass,  only  to  have  the  whistle 
blow,  ending  the  half. 

Latin  school  went  back  into  that 
game  determined  to  win,  and  on  Ig- 
nico’s  kick-off  McCarthy  rushed  the 
ball  back  seven  yards.  Latin  now 
started  rushing,  and  on  a back  forward 
pass  O’Dowd  made  25  yards,  only  to 
be  tackled  by  Me  Kenzie,  who  was 
the  one  man  between  him  and  the  goal. 
Failing  to  gain,  Enwright  made  a 
beautiful  punt  to  English,  who  started 
using  Shelburne  to  make  short  but 
effective  gams.  Then  once  more  a trick 
play  was  used,  this  time  by  English, 
when  Maloney  skirted  the  end  for  15 
yards  and  a touchdown.  Ignico  kicked 
the  goal,  and  the  score  stood  14  to  0. 

Latin  school  kicked  off,  and  En- 
glish lost  the  ball  on  downs.  Latin  now 
started  using  the  forward  pass  to  good 
advantage,  once  to  McCarthy  and  once 
to  Fitzgerald,  who  was  playing  a remark- 
able game  at  end ; but  the  third  passShel- 
burne  intercepted,  and  scored  a third 
touchdown,  although  O’Dowd  and  En- 
wright did  their  best  to  catch  him.  Ignico 
kicked  the  goal,  and  soon  afterwards  the 
game  ended  with  the  first  victory  in  six 
years  for  English  High. 

Leaving  the  score  aside,  Latin  school 
played  better  all-around  football,  and 
her  defeat  is  by  no  means  a thing  to 
be  ashamed  of,  for  she  was  outweighed 
in  every  department  and  played  the 
game  only  on  her  courage  and  her  knowl- 
edge of  football.  Enwright’s  punts  and 


O’Dowd’s  tackling  were  the  feat- 
ures of  the  game,  although  Maloney’s 
clever  runs  were  often  the  centre  of  in- 
terest. For  Latin  school  O’Dowd,  E. 
Martin,  Hamlin,  and  McCarthy  played 
an  exceptional  game,  while  Maloney, 
Alger, and  Coughlin  excelled  for  English 
High.  As  a closing  tribute,  Mr.  Waters, 
a former  Latin  school  and  Harvard  star 
and  later  All  American  tackle  in  the 
late  nineties,  said  to  Coach  O’Brien 
after  the  game,  that  the  Latin  school 
rush  line  was  the  best  that  he  ever  saw 
on  a school-boy  gridiron. 

The  Summary: 

ENGLISH  HIGH  21.  LATIN  SCHOOL  0 
re  O’Connor  Besarick,  Fitzgerald  re 

It  Ignico,  (Captain)  Cotter  rt 

lg  Brown,  Miller  O'Keefe,  Hunt  rg 

c Tremble,  Lowe  Murdough,  Walsh  c 

!g  Alger,  Haggerty  Povah,  Young  lg 

rt  McNamara,  McDonald 

J.  Martin,  Hamlin  It 

re  Hall  Enwright  le 

qb  Coughlin  E.  Martin  qb 

Ihb  McKenzie,  Wells  O’Dowd  rhb 

rhb  Maloney,  Monagle  Cahill,  Dolson  Ihb 
fb  Shelburne  (Captain)  McCarthy  fb 

Touchdowns — O’Connor,  Maloney,  Shelburne 
Goals  from  touchdowns — Ignico  3.  Referee — 
Nate  Tufts,  Brown.  Umpire — Murphy,  Har- 
vard. Linesman — O’Donnell,  Harvard.  Lines- 
men— Tarrant  and  Brown.  Time — Four  12 
minute  periods 

Attendance,  5,000  “Farmer”  T4. 
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ON  THE  STAGE  TO  CALLAPAS. 


We  were  sitting  in  a room  of  a weath- 
erbeaten shack  that  served  as  an  inn 
in  the  Rocky  Mountains,  when  all  this 
happened.  The  single  oil-lamp  had 
been  smoking  and  smelling  all  the  even- 
ing, and  the  atmosphere  of  the  room 
was  stuffy  and  uncomfortable.  We 
would  have  gone  to  bed  an  hour  before, 
in  order  to  get  out  of  that  insufferable 
room,  but  one  glance  at  the  filthy  beds 
on  which  we  were  doomed  to  lie  that 
night  had  convinced  us  that  we  should 
do  better  by  staying  as  long  as  we 
could  in  the  smoky  room,  however 
unbearable  it  might  have  been. 

We  two,  Jack  Robertson  and  I,  were 


the  only  guests  in  the  miserable  hovel, 
and,  unable  to  become  acquainted  with 
some  strangers  with  whom  we  might 
talk  and  thus  pass  the  time  away,  we 
tried  other  things  that  might  interest 
us  and  would  make  us  forget  the  smoke 
and  the  emell.  We  tried  cards,  but 
soon  gave  that  up  in  despair,  for  we 
simply  could  not  put  our  minds  on 
the  game. 

We  leaned  back  in  our  chairs  and 
racked  our  brains  for  something  to  do. 
Suddenly  Jack  started  up. 

“I  have  it,”  he  exclaimed  jubilantly. 

That  old  fellow, — he  must  be  ninety 
if  he’s  a day.  Say,  I’ll  bet  he  could 
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tell  us  a story  that  would  make  us  sit 
up  and  take  notice,  all  right.  Come 
on,  let’s  round  up  the  old  chap!” 

‘‘What  old  chap?”  I asked,  bewildered 
by  his  hurried  speech. 

“Why,  the  old  fellow — the  fellow 
who  let  us  in  — the  boss  of  this  place!” 

“Oh,”  I said,  understanding  at  last. 
In  truth,  I had  forgotten  all  about 
our  ancient  host,  although,  strange  to 
say,  he  had  greatly  impressed  me  when 
I first  had  seen  him.  He  had  answered 
our  knock,  and  his  appearance,  as  he 
stood  on  the  threshold,  was  wierd  and 
strange  enough  to  frighten  anyone. 
His  face  seemed  to  be  all  hair,  out  of 
which  peeped  narrow,  glittering  eyes 
and  the  sharp  end  of  a pointed  nose. 
His  hair  hung  over  his  shoulders,  while 
his  beard  extended  far  over  his  chest. 
If  he  had  been  clad  in  tattered  knicker- 
bockers instead  of  corduroys  and  a 
faded  flannel  shirt,  he  would  have  been 
Rip  Van  Winkle  to  the  dot.  The  hand 
that  leaned  on  the  cudgel  that  served 
him  as  a cane  shook,  and,  as  Jack 
had  said,  he  must  have  been  at  least 
ninety  years  of  age. 

When  I thought  of  the  great  many 
people  he  must  have  seen  in  his  lifetime, 
and  of  the  great  number  of  stories  he 
must  be  able  to  tell,  I heartily 
agreed  to  Jack’s  plan. 

“Why,  of  course,”  I said.  “We  were 
fools  not  to  have  thought  of  it  before. 
Call  him  in,  by  all  means.” 

Jack  went  to  the  door  that  led  to 
the  back  room,  where  I suppose  our 
host  kept  his  supplies. 

“Say,  old  scout!”  began  Jack,  stick- 
ing his  head  through  the  door,  “could 
you  oblige  us  with  a story?  Just  to 
pass  away  the  time,  you  know.” 

There  was  silence  for  a moment,  and 
I could  almost  see  those  strange,  glit- 
tering eyes  fixed  suspiciously  on  Jack’s 


face.  I suppose  he  thought  we  intended 
to  make  fun  of  him.  From  where  I 
sat  I could  see  that  Jack  didn’t  quite 
like  to  be  stared  at  and  searched  so 
inquisitively,  for  he  again  began: 

“Please,  old  fellow.  You  see  it’s  so 
infernally  — I beg  your  pardon  — I 
mean  it’s  rather  close  in  here,  and  we 
don’t  want  to  go  to  bed  so  soon  because 
those  beds  are  — I mean  that  it’s  too 
early  yet.  So, — so, — oh,  say,  won’t 
you  please  tell  us  that  story?” 

The  old  man  kept  silent,  still  studying 
Jack,  I thought.  Then  he  spoke,  and 
his  voice  was  very  strong  for  a man  of 
his  age. 

“All  right,”  he  agreed. 

“You’re  a brick!”  enthused  Jack, 
always  impulsive.  “Better  come  on 
into  the  next  room,  because  Tom  wants 
to  hear  you.” 

He  helped  the  aged  fellow  into  our 
room  and  seated  him  as  near  to  the  fire 
as  he  could.  The  old  man  was  think- 
ing, and  the  glitter  in  his  eyes  had 
changed  to  a dreamy  look.  Settling 
himself  back  in  his  chair,  he  told  us 
this  story,  which  I am  going  to  try  to 
reproduce  without  attempting  to  imi- 
tate the  mountaineer  dialect  in  which 
it  was  spoken. 

The  people  around  here  used  to  know 
Jim  Black,  who  drove  the  stage  from 
here  down  to  Callapas  about  thirty 
years  ago.  Jim  wasn’t  much  good, — 
that  is,  he  wasn’t  straight.  He  was 
suspected  a good  many  times  of  being 
in  league  with  Buck  Johnson’s  gang, 
further  up  there  on  the  road,  but  it 
could  not  be  proved,  although  a good 
many  of  his  doings  were  rather  shady. 

Well,  one  day  two  young  people,  a 
married  couple,  with  a baby,  happened 
to  stop  at  this  place.  It  was  in  a good 
deal  better  condition  then,  though. 
They  were  going  East,  it  seems.  The 
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young  wife,  while  she  wras  here,  was 
always  expressing  the  hope  of  being 
able  to  take  the  ride  on  the  stage  from 
here  to  Callapas,  since  she  had  heard 
so  much  about  the  scenery  on  the  road 
to  there.  Her  husband  was  somewhat 
afraid  to  allow  her  to  go  at  first,  because 
he  knew  of  Buck  Johnson's  gang,  and 
he  didn’t  wrant  to  take  the  chance  of 
anything  happening  to  her.  She  finally 
induced  him  to  let  her  go,  however, 
hut  not  before  she  had  promised  not 
to  go  unless  he  went  with  her. 

Now  this  young  fellow  had  been  out 
prospecting,  and  he  had  a good  deal 
of  the  “dust”  on  him.  He  didn’t 
advertise  the  fact,  but  from  the  way 
he  handled  a certain  black  bag  that 
he  had  with  him,  there  was  no  doubt 
but  that  it  contained  something  valuable. 

The  day  set  for  the  trip  to  Callapas 
came.  The  couple  decided  to  leave 
the  baby  here,  since  they  expected  to 
be  back  in  an  hour  at  the  most.  The 
stage  rolled  up  to  the  door,  and  the 
young  husband  and  his  wife  entered  it. 
Jim  Black,  the  stage-driver,  noticed 
one  thing.  The  young  man  was  carry- 
ing the  mysterious  black  bag. 

Jim  Black  was  in  league  with  Buck 
Johnson,  and  the  two  had  formed  a 
plot  to  rob  the  young  prospector.  The 
stage  had  not  gone  far  before  a band 
of  masked  men  came  out  of  a clump  of 
bushes  and  held  up  the  stage.  Jim 
Black  acted  as  if  he  didn’t  know  of 
the  plot,  and  threw  up  his  hands,  as 
did  the  two  passengers  in  the  stage. 

Buck  Johnson  came  near  to  the  stage 
and  threwr  open  the  door.  He  ordered 
the  tw'o  out,  and  then  he  roughly 
snatched  away  that  black  bag.  The 
poor  husband’s  face  wras  ashen,  and  he 
saw  the  taking  of  his  treasure  w ith  such 
a yearning  look  in  his  eyes  that  no  one 
but  Buck  Johnson  would  have  taken 


the  gold  from  him.  Buck  opened  the 
bag  greedily,  but  his  delight  soon 
changed  to  anger,  for  the  black  bag 
contained  only  some  ledgers  and  papers. 
He  turned  savagely  to  the  young  man. 

“What  did  ye  do  wdth  the  nuggets?” 
he  demanded  fiercely. 

The  young  man’s  face  wras  a study. 
He  w"as  as  surprised  at  the  contents 
of  the  bag  as  wras  Buck.  He  began  to 
fear  for  his  treasure  even  more  than 
he  had  feared  before. 

“I  don’t  knowr!”  he  cried  wildly. 
“I  must  have  taken  the  nuggets  out  of 
the  bag  and  put  them  somewhere.” 

Buck’s  face  w"as  livid.  “Tell  me 
w"here  you  put  that  dust!”  he  shouted. 

“I  don’t  know!”  the  young  man 
answered  miserably.  “I  don’t  know.” 

Buck’s  eyes  narrowed  and  his  lips 
curved  in  a sardonic  smile.  “You’ll 
stay  here  in  the  mountains,  without 
grub,  until  you  tell  me  w'here  you  left 
that  gold,”  he  declared. 

In  vain  the  young  man  pleaded;  in 
vain  he  declared  that  he  knew  nothing 
of  his  gold.  To  every  plea  Buck  only 
answered  that  he  could  go  wrhen  he 
had  told  his  secret. 

But  wrhat  of  the  young  wrnman,  his 
w7ife?  She  had  listened  to  the  whole 
thing,  fearfully,  and  now  she  broke 
out  w"ith  a scream. 

“My  baby!”  she  cried,  in  a heart- 
rending tone.  “What  will  become  of 
him?  Oh,  sir,”  and  she  turned  her 
tearful  face  to  Buck  Johnson,  “please 
let  me  go  back  to  my  child.  Without 
nursing,  wdthout  care,  he  will  die,  he 
w"ill  surely  die!” 

She  ended  in  such  a tone  of  anguish 
that  the  heart  of  every  man  there  was 
w"rung, — always  excepting  the  heart 
of  Buck  Johnson.  He  turned  away 
with  a shrug  of  his  shoulders,  The 
young  husband  started  up. 
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“Let  her  go,”  he  pleaded.  “Keep  me, 
kill  me, — but  let  her  go.  For  the  baby’s 
sake!” 

Buck  Johnson  answered  never  a word, 
but  turned  his  back  on  him.  As  I 
said  before,  Jim  Black,  the  stage- driver, 
acted  as  if  he  had  known  nothing  of 
the  hold-up  beforehand.  Now,  how- 
ever, Buck  Johnson  showed  him  up 
in  his  true  colors. 

“You  stay  here,  Jim,”  he  said.  “I’ll 
leave  you  to  take  care  of  them.”  He 
mounted  his  horse,  as  did  the  rest  of 
the  ruffians. 

Jim  Black  seemed  to  gloat  over  his 
part  in  the  matter.  He  nodded  assent 
to  Buck,  and  then  he  looked  hatefully 
at  the  two  young  people.  Buck  Johnson 
and  his  gang  rode  off. 

No  sooner  had  they  left  than  Jim 
turned  to  his  prisoners.  The  look  of 
hatred  had  changed  to  one  of  friend- 
ship. He  spoke  hurriedly. 

“Go  back  to  the  inn,  as  fast  as  you 
can,”  he  whispered. 

The  husband  and  his  wife  looked  at 
him  uncomprehendingly.  Could  it  be 
that  he  intended  to  let  them  go  free? 
They  would  not  believe  it.  But  Black 
repeated  what  he  had  said  before. 
Still  bewildered,  the  sorrowing  young 
man  repeated  dazedly : 

“We  are  free?  We  can  go  back  — to 
our  baby?” 

“Yes, — back  to  your  baby,”  assented 
Jim. 

A look  of  gladness  and  happiness 
came  into  the  two  young  faces,  and  they 
looked  gratefully  and  admiringly  at 
Jim  Black. 

“We  can  go?” 

“Yes.” 

Happily  the  two  started  down  the 
path.  Suddenly  the  woman  stopped. 
Turning  to  Jim  she  said  feelingly: 

“Why  are  you  doing  this  for  us?” 


Jim  gazed  at  her  tenderly, 

“I  had  a baby  once  myself, — long, 
long  ago,”  he  said. 

The  young  woman  looked  at  him 
admiringly  and  then,  impulsively,  she 
took  the  gold  locket  that  she  wore  on 
her  neck  and  gave  it  to  Jim. 

“I  want  you  to  keep  it,  for  me,”  she 
said. 

“I  will,”  said  Jim  Black,  and  he 
stooped  to  kiss  her  hand. 

Thus  the  old  man  finished  the  story, 
and  as  he  ended  he  fastened  those  strange 
eyes  of  his  on  the  face  of  Jack  Robertson. 

We  two  sighed  and  leaned  back  in 
our  chairs.  There  was  silence  for  a 
while  and  then  Jack  spoke: 

“What  was  the  name  of  the  young 
prospector,  do  you  know?” 

“Robertson  — John  W.  Robertson,” 
answered  the  old  man,  and  he  leaned 
forward  and  scrutinized  Jack’s  face. 

Jack  started. 

“Not  the  one  who  later  became  the 
railroad  magnate?”  he  questioned  un- 
believingly. 

“The  very  one.” 

Jack  looked  around  at  us,  dazed, 
while  slowly  the  truth  dawned  on  him. 

“He  was  my  father!  And  I — ” 

“You  were  the  baby  who  was  left 
behind  at  the  inn.”  The  old  man 
stated  this  fact  as  if  he  had  known  it 
all  along.  Jack  looked  from  me  to 
the  old  man  with  a bewildered  half- 
smile on  his  face.  Then  he  addressed 
our  host: 

“How  do  you  know  all  this?”  he 
demanded.  “Who  are  you?” 

For  answer  a shaking  hand  went  up 
to  the  throat  of  the  old  flannel  shirt, 
and  pulled  it  open.  There,  shining  on 
his  breast,  lay  a woman’s  locket,  the 
gift  of  the  young  mother  of  thirty  years 
ago  to  Jim  Black,  the  driver  of  the 
stage  to  Callapas.  A.  W.  M.  T6. 
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IN  MATHEMATICS 

Teacher  (to  puzzled  boy) — You  know, 
Willie,  figures  don’t  lie. 

Puzzled  Boy  (to  himself) — Perhaps  not, 
but  I’m  beginning  to  think  that  liars 
do  figure. 

* * * * 

Pupil — It  says  here,  “The  battle  of 
Waterloo  took  place  on  a beautiful 
day,  June  18,  1815  A.D.”  Now  what 
does  A.D.  mean? 

Brilliant  Friend  — After  dark,  I guess. 
* * * * 


boy,  don’t  all  those  books  make  you 
tired  ? 

Bright  Boy  — No,  sir,  I only  have  to 
study  one  of  them. 

* * * * 

A brilliant  sophomore  declares  his 
declamation  is  by  “Unanimous.” 

* * * * 

And  yet  we  think  our  slang  is  unique: 

Moleste  Feram, 
or  if  you  prefer  it, 

Me  Agitam. 


Slow  Freshman  (reading  and  explain- 
ing English  sentence) — “Make  haste 
lest  thine  ardor  cool  . . . 

The  Teacher  (after  a long  pause) — 
You  had’  better  hurry  up  or  it  will 
be  frozen  by  the  time  we  get  it. 

* * * * 

THIS  MAY  BE  USEFUL 

Small  Boy  — Say,  pop,  you  would 
like  to  save  a dollar,  wouldn’t  you? 

Fond  Parent  — Why  yes,  sonny. 

Small  Boy  — Well,  I’m  glad  of  that. 
You  said  that  you  would  give  me  a 
dollar  if  I passed  in  everything,  but 
I didn’t. 

* * * * 

Patronizing  Teacher  (to  boy  carrying 
books  from  the  stock-room) — My  dear 


* * * * 

Teacher  (writing  on  the  board) — Now 
what  does  this  stand  for,  “44  B.C.”? 
Mixed  Pupil  — Please,  sir,  I think 
that’s  the  number  of  the  auto  that 
killed  Caesar. 

* * * * 

Teacher  (to  youth  whose  lips  are  mov- 
ing fervently) — Saying  your  prayers, 
Smith? 

Smith  — No,  sir!  My  declamation. 

* * * * 

If  someone  doesn’t  hurry  up  and  con- 
tribute some  jokes,  the  fellow  that  runs 
this  column  will  lose  his  job. 

N.B. — This  is  not  a joke. 
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The  Register  wishes  the  Masters  and 
the  School  a very  merry  Christmas  and 
the  happiest  of  New  Years.  This  year 
will  soon  be  past.  Its  long  anticipated 
pleasures  and  conquests  have  become 
but  memories.  The  new  year,  which 
now  appears  of  almost  endless  possibili- 
ties, will  shorten  just  as  rapidly,  and 
before  we  can  realize  it,  we  shall  find 
ourselves,  as  now,  balancing  accounts. 
It  is  not  a very  long  time  to  work,  but 
there  is  a life  time  to  remember  what 
we  accomplish.  Life  must  be  lived, 
and  it  is  far  easier  to  toil  and  succeed, 
than  to  be  idle  and  then  regret.  Regret- 
ting is  the  most  wearisome  occupation 
known,  and  the  least  rewarded.  The 
successful  man  enjoys  every  minute 
of  his  life  and  is  encouraged  by  his 
accomplished  taks  to  new  and  greater 
projects.  He  is  successful  in  all  he 
undertakes.  Why?  Because  he  makes 
every  minute,  of  every  hour,  of  every 
day  court.  Every  instant  brings  fresh 
opportunity  to  start  on  the  right  way, 
and  once  the  start  is  made,  the  rest 
consists  largely  of  keeping  in  motion. 

* * * * 


a great  deal  more  than  appears  at  first 
sight.  They  represent  the  time  and 
labor  of  men  whose  time  is  already 
overcrowded.  They  represent  an  affec- 
tion for  this  school  that  we  must  do 
our  best  to  equal,  but  which  we  cannot 
excel.  Some  are  written  by  graduates 
of  the  “Forties.”  One  gentleman, 
over  ninety  years  of  age,  toiled 
long  hours,  that  you  might  hear  of  how 
the  boys  of  1835  to  40  worked  and 
played.  This  issue  will  be  the  voice 
of  the  past,  telling  its  story  to  the  present 
and  recording  it  for  the  future.  Some 
of  the  photographs  of  the  former  Latin 
School  buildings  will  be  unusual  and 
difficult  1o  duplicate.  The  photographs 
of  certain  of  the  Alumni, such  as  Charles 
W.  Eliot,  President  Emeritus  of  Harvard 
College,  and  Major  Henry  Lee  Higgin- 
son,  financier,  philanthropist,  and  patron 
of  the  arts,  every  Latin  School  boy 
should  have,  as  examples  of  the  men 
our  school  has  produced  in  the  past. 
Do  not  neglect  to  secure  this  number  of 
The  Reg's'-er,  which  will  be  of  increasing 
value  to  you  as  time  passes. 

* * * * 


A full  account  of  Boston  Latin  School 
Boys’  Reunion  and  Dinner  at  the  Somer- 
set, December  15,  will  appear  in  the 
February  number  of  The  Register.  The 
attention  of  the  school  is  called  to  the 
fact  that  this  February  Register  will  be 
known  as  the  “Alumni  Number.”  Many 
distinguished  graduates  of  this  school 
will  write  articles  telling  of  their  own 
school  days  here.  These  accounts  mean 


The  following  exchanges  are  gratefully 
acknowledged : 

“The  Oak,  Lily  and  Ivy,”  Milford  High 
School,  Milford,  Mass. 

“The  Dragon,”  Greenfield  High  School, 
Greenfield,  Ohio. 

“The  Central  Digest,”  Chattanooga, 
Tenn. 

“The  Oracle,”  Bangor  High  School, 
Bangor,  Maine. 
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“The  Tripod,”  Roxbury  Latin  School, 
Roxbury,  Mass. 

“The  Review,”  Medford  High  School, 
Medford,  Mass. 

“The  Holy  Cross  Purple,”  Worcester, 
Mass. 

“The  Argus,”  Holderness  School,  Ply- 
mouth, N.  H. 

“The  Vexillum,”  Volkmann  School,  Bos- 
ton, Mass. 

“The  Bulletin,”  Lawrence  High  School, 
Lawrence,  Mass. 

“The  Lewis  and  Clark  Journal,”  Spo- 
kane, Wash. 

“The  Commerce  Caravel,”  The  High 
School  of  Commerce,  N.  Y. 

“The  Nobleman,”  Noble  and  Green- 
ough  School,  Boston,  Mass. 

“The  Harvard  Illustrated  Magazine,” 
Harvard  University. 

“The  Bulletin,”  Montclair  High  School, 
Montclair,  N.  J. 

‘The  Orient,”  E.  Side  H.  S.,  Newark, 
N.  J. 

“The  Record,”  English  H.  S.,  Boston, 
Mass. 

“Yale  Alumni  Weekly,”  New  Haven, 
Conn. 

“The  Clarion,”  West  Roxbury  H.  S., 
Jamaica  Plain. 

“The  Wesleyan  Argus,”  Middletown, 
Conn. 

“The  Sanborn  Echo,”  Kingston,  N.  H. 

“The  Imp,”  Brighton  High  School, 
Brighton. 

“The  Dragon,”  St.  George’s  School, 
Newport,  R.  I. 

“School  Life,”  Melrose,  Mass. 

“The  Oracle,”  Malden,  Mass. 

“The  Rayen  Record,”  Youngstown, 
Ohio. 

“The  High  School  Beacon,”  Chelsea, 
Mass. 

“Harvard  Alumni  Weekly, ” Harvard 
University. 


The  Room  Reporters  are  as  follows  : 

R.  1.  No  reporter. 

R.  2.  J.  A.  Pierce. 

R.  3.  E.  F.  Enright. 

R.  4.  P.  R.  Rowen. 

R.  5.  J.  Estabrook. 

R.  6.  A.  R.  Nelson. 

R.  7.  W.  W.  Mills. 

R.  8.  R.  M.  Dunning. 

R.  9.  F.  B.  A.  Lynch. 

R.  10.  E.  H.  Peters 

R.  11.  R.  Kielty. 

R.  12.  P.  H.  Cohen. 

R.  13.  V.  M.  Hetherston. 

R.  14.  H.  Alberts. 

R.  15.  F.  C.  Packard,  Jr. 

R.  16. 

R.  17.  R.  F.  Brainerd. 

R.  18.  B.  E.  Barton. 

R.  20.  M.  H.  Crosby. 

R.  23.  J.  L.  Duntley. 

R.  24.  C.  T.  H.  Sherlock. 

R.  25.  J.  B.  Cadigan. 

R.  30.  Smith. 

* * * * 

Much  interest  was  excited  in  the  Phys- 
ics classes  by  the  information  being 
passed  around  that  there  was  to  be 
a “moving-picture  show  in  the  Lab.” 
However,  upon  investigation,  the  rumor 
proved  baseless.  There  were  pictures, 
but  they  didn’t  move,  at  any  rate  not 
very  rapidly. 

* * * * 

Frederic  Stewart  ’04,  certified  public 
accountant,  has  opened  an  office  for 
the  general  practice  of  auditing  and 
public  accounting  at  76  Atherton  St., 
Boston. 

* * * * 

Drill  shows  marked  improvement  in 
all  companies.  Battalion  and  Evening 
Parade  have  been  successfully  under- 
taken. 
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Among  the  new  books  we  find,  “The 
Reconstruction  Period,”  1865-77*  by 
James  Schouler;  also  a work  entitled 
“Studies  in  Abnormal  Psychology,”  by 
Morton  Prince.  Both  authors  are  Latin 
School  graduates. 

* * * * 

The  bond  of  good  fellowship  existing 
in  this  school  has  always  been  a subject 
for  favorable  comment,  and  now  seems 
stronger  than  ever.  This  is  one  of 
the  phases  of  a school  career  that  endures 
throughout  a man’s  life  and  makes  it 
better  worth  the  living. 

* * * * 

At  the  International  Medical  Congress 
which  met  in  London  in  August,  Dr. 
H.P.  Mosher,  a Latin  School  graduate, 
took  part  in  a discussion  on  diseases  of 

the  oesophagus. 

* * * * 

The  following  Latin  School  graduares 
won  their  football  “H”  for  the  first 
time,  in  the  Yale  game;  M.  J.  Logan, 

B.  L.  S.  ’ll,  E.  W.  Soucy  B.  L.  S.  T2. 

* * * * 

The  Boston  Latin  School  Association 
was  founded  in  1844  by  the  then  Head- 
master, Eps  S.  Dixwell  and  others, 
to  promote  the  interests  of  the  school, 
to  enable  the  Alumni  to  act  as  a unit 
in  behalf  of  those  interests,  and  to  pre- 
serve such  memorabilia  as  it  might 
acquire. 

It  has  received  a library  of  some  forty- 
four  hundred  volumes,  consisting  chiefly 
of  Greek  and  Latin  reference  books,  a 
large  number  of  cork  models  of  antique 
objects  of  interest,  as  well  as  many 
portrait  busts  of  characters  in  Greek 
and  Roman  history. 

The  income,  from  invested  funds  of 
several  thousand  dollars,  provides  the 
graduate  scholarships,  the  Nichols  pi  izes, 
the  Derby  Medal  and  the  Gardner  prize. 


After  a few  years  this  income  will  be 
increased  by  that  of  the  Bryant,  Gard- 
ner fund.  The  principal  of  this  bequest 
is  five  thousand  dollars  and  a large  part 
of  the  income  thereof  is  to  be  devoted 
to  prizes  for  declamation. 

It  is  under  the  auspices  of  the  Latin 
School  Association  that  most  of  the 
general  reunion  dinners  have  been  given, 
and  committees  from  the  Association 
have  managed  them.  Circulars  of  in- 
formation about  the  school  and  its 
progress  are  sent  out  from  time  to  time, 
together  with  printed  notes  of  interest 
and  value  to  members. 

The  only  condition  required  for  ad- 
mittance is  that  the  candidate  must 
at  some  time  have  been  connected 
with  the  school.  The  requirements  for 
life  membership  are,  that  the  age  of 
eighteen  years  must  have  been  attained, 
the  constitution  signed,  and  a dollar 
paid  the  treasurer.  There  are  no  annual 
dues. 

The  constitution  is  contained  in  a 
book  that  is  famous  for  its  wealth  of 
signatures  of  famous  men.  Graduates 
of  the  class  of  1912  signed  this  consti- 
tution to  the  number  of  seventy  or 
thereabouts,  which  constituted  nearly 
eighty  per  cent  of  the  class.  It  is 
strongly  desired  that  the  class  of  1913 
surpass  even  this  record  of  their 
predecessors. 

To  the  Class  of  1914. 

The  Boy  who  attains  the  highest 
mark  in  the  class  of  1914  will  be 
given  a position  in  our  office  upon 
his  being  admitted  to  the  Massa- 
chusetts Bar. 

STONEMAN, 

GOULD  and  STONEMAN 
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THE  PRIZE  WINNER. 


“Important  Notice.”  This  sign  had 
attracted  the  attention  of  the  “early 
birds”  in  the  study-hall  of  X — College. 
A group  of  students  had  crowded  around 
the  bulletin  and  were  reading  the  notice 
and  exchanging  varying  comments  there- 
on. The  following  was  the  notice  which 
the  Dean  had  posted  that  morning: 

“The  faculty  offers  a prize  of  a round- 
trip  ticket  to  the  European  centers  of  ed- 
ucation or  its  equivalent  in  cash  to  the 
student  who  will  read  the  correct  solu- 
tion of  the  problem  below  in  the  assem- 
bly hall  on  November  tenth,  18 — .” 
Then  followed  the  data  for  a mechan- 
ical problem  that  was  calculated  to 
puzzle  even  the  “sharks”  in  the  college. 

A little  apart  from  the  rest  stood  a 
tall,  well  built  student  who  appeared 
to  be  about  twenty-one  years  old  but 
whose  clean-cut  features  bore  the  evi- 
dence of  a hard  struggle  with  poverty. 
This  student  was  Bob  Elson,  a well- 
liked  junior,  who  had  thus  far  worked 
his  way  through  the  course  and  who 
lived  with  his  feeble,  old  mother  in  the 
village  which  bordered  the  college 
grounds.  He  had  carefully  read  the 
terms  of  the  contest  and  was  engaged 
in  copying  the  data  of  the  problem. 
Having  finished  he  tucked  his  books 
under  his  arm  and  joined  one  of  the 
streams  of  students  that  were  rapidly 
filling  the  class  rooms. 

The  next  week  found  many  students 
poring  over  technical  magazines  and 
mechanical  treatises,  and  some  even 
went  to  the  village  and  tried  to  solve 
the  problem  by  tinkering  with  the 
engines  in  the  divers  shops  and  smithies. 
On  the  day  before  the  close  of  the  con- 
test, however,  it  seemed  that  the  num- 
ber of  contestants  would  be  very  small, 
as  many  had  decided  that  it  was  “over 


their  heads.” 

Night  after  night  Bob  Elson  had  sat 
up  figuring,  but  just  as  often  had  laid 
it  away  as  a hopeless  task  for  one  factor 
seemed  always  to  elude  him  and  he 
could  never  bring  the  work  to  a logical 
solution.  Day  after  day  slipped  by  in 
this  fashion,  till,  on  the  day  before  the 
award  of  the  prize,  Bob  after  another 
unsuccesful  trial  laid  his  manifold  cal- 
culations aside  and,  pulling  on  his 
heavy  sweater,  decided  to  visit  his 
widowed  mother.  Having  received  the 
Dean’s  permission,  he  went  briskly  down 
the  steps,  through  the  campus,  and  onto 
the  road  to  the  village  which  was 
fringed  by  a thick  forest. 

The  sun  was  in  the  horizon  and  its 
fiery  orb  seemed  poised  on  the  edge  of 
the  distant  hills,  then,  slowly  sank  to 
rest.  He  soon  left  the  college  grounds 
behind  him  and  trudged  briskly  on, 
hoping  to  return  before  nightfall,  but 
the  shadows  were  rapidly  filling  the 
woods  and  lent  a fearsome  aspect  to 
each  gnarled  branch.  As  he  passed  a 
dark  clump  of  bushes,  an  evil  looking 
tramp  stepped  softly  out  behind  him 
and  swinging  a club  over  his  head  felled 
Bob  in  a way  that  showed  he  was  no 
novice  at  this  game.  He  was  joined  by 
another  and  they  rapidly  went  through 
his  pockets  taking  his  somewhat  meagre 
purse.  Having  tied  his  feet  securely, 
they  left  him  in  an  old  shed  and  went 
on  into  the  night. 

When  Bob  regained  his  senses,  he 
continued  to  see  a large  and  brilliant 
constellation  which  caused  those  of  as- 
tronomy to  resemble  weak  candles,  but 
soon  the  stars  began  to  dance  less 
frequently  among  the  rafters  of  the  shed 
and  he  was  able  to  sit  up.  While  his 
temples  throbbed  fearfully,  Bob  began 
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to  loosen  the  noose  that  bound  his 
ankles  and  soon  freed  his  feet . He 
rose  stiffly,  and  to  his  joy  perceived 
the  lights  of  the  dormitories  twinkling 
in  the  distance.  Painfully  fingering 
his  cuts  and  bruises,  he  struck  out 
toward  the  road  and  soon  found  it.  As 
he  walked  on  toward  the  college  grounds, 
his  mind,  though  somewhat  jumbled  by 
the  rough  treatment  he  had  undergone, 
unconsciously  reverted  to  the  problem 
of  the  machine  and,  as  he  pondered, 
he  suddenly  thought  out  the  missing 
link  in  his  equation.  He  emitted  a 
whoop  of  joy  that  must  have  caused 
his  late  assailants  to  hasten  their  flight 
and  then,  breaking  into  a trot,  ran  all 
the  remaining  distance  to  the  gate. 

When  his  bruised  head  had  been 
bandaged,  he  hastened  to  the  Dean’s 
room  and  startled  that  worthy  gentle- 
man by  his  surprising  story.  The  Dean 
listened  quietly  to  the  end,  then  ob- 
sers'ed  that  he  might  try  to  knock  his 
problems  into  the  students’  heads  him- 
self some  day.  Bob  now  began  to 
feel  the  effects  of  his  cuts,  however, 
and  joyfully  bidding  the  Dean  good 
night,  went  to  his  room  and  was  soon 
in  the  realms  of  Morpheus. 

The  first  rays  of  the  sun  found  Bob 
hastily  writing  down  his  results  and, 
having  carefully  brushed  his  suit  and 
arranged  his  bandaged  head  comfortably, 
he  took  his  solution  and  slowly  joined 
his  classmates,  on  their  way  to  the  hall. 
He  was  assailed  by  a volley  of  questions 
but  he  said  that  all  would  be  explained 
soon,  and  made  his  way  to  the  seats 
assigned  to  the  contestants. 

The  Dean’s  gavel  announced  the 
beginning  of  the  exercises,  and  the 
first  contestant  came  to  the  plat- 
form to  read  his  solution.  As  one 
after  another  went  from  the  platform 


unrewarded  Bob  felt  that  he  had  the 
only  correct  solution  and  he  waited 
anxiously  to  hear  his  name  called.  At 
last  the  Dean  advanced  to  the  centre  of 
the  platform  and  in  his  slow  evenlytoned 
voice  said,  ‘ ‘Teachers,  students,  and 
friends,  the  next  applicant’s  story  will, 
I am  sure,  interest  you  highly  and  I 
believe  you  will  all  agree  with  me  that 
his  success  will  have  been  well-earned. 
Robert  Elson  will  read  his  solution.” 

Bob  mounted  the  platform  amidst  a 
prolonged  volley  of  applause  which 
changed  to  an  interested  silence  when  he 
began  to  read.  In  a low  but  firm  voice 
he  outlined  clearly  the  different  aspects 
of  the  problem  and  then,  bringing  it  to 
solution,  he  proved  undoubtedly  that  it 
was  right.  On  finishing,  he  rolled  his 
manuscript  nervously  in  his  hands  for 
a moment  and  then  bowed.  He  turned 
to  find  the  Dean  standing  at  his  elbow, 
who  presented  him  with  the  nine  hun- 
dred dollar  prize,  and  Bob’s  bandaged 
head  nodded  joyfully  in  thanks.  With 
his  hand  on  Bob’s  shoulder  the  Dean 
made  a short  speech  of  congratulation 
and  then  wished  him  a similar  success 
in  the  contest  of  life.  As  he  stopped,  an 
unreproved  burst  of  applause  arose 
that  continued  till  the  two  had  left  the 
hall. 

That  evening  Bob  once  more  started 
for  the  village  but  this  time  he  was  ac- 
companied by  the  students,  in  a body. 
When  they  had  reached  his  humble 
cottage,  Bob  ran  up  the  steps  and  rang 
the  bell.  His  grayhaired  old  mother 
came  to  the  door,  and  Bob,  presenting 
her  with  his  welcome  tribute,  kissed 
her  careworn  features  while  his  class- 
mates cheered  till  the  quiet  old  street 
rang  to  the  sound. 


E.  A.  W.,  ’15 


Latin  School  Register 


13 


While  December  has  not  been  an 
active  month  from  an  outsider’s  view, 
nevertheless  our  various  athletes  have 
been  quietly  working  away  in  the  drill 
hall,  gymnasium,  or,  swimming  tank,  so 
that  in  January  they  may  burst  forth 
with  innumerable  victories,  and  show 
the  results  of  their  training. 

Football  is  over,  and  while  it  has  not 
been  a highly  successful  season,  Latin 
School  has  been  able  to  let  her  oppo- 
nents know  that  she  is  still  alive.  In- 
juries have  to  a great  extent  accounted 
for  the  defeats,  but  one  must  remember 
that  at  Latin  School  an  athlete  must 
be  up  in  fifteen  recitation  periods,  which 
is  equivalent  to  almost  five  studies, 
in  order  to  be  eligible,  so  that  a great 
many  boys  who  are  athletes,  prefer  an 
easier  school,  and  therefore  we  can 
safely  say  that  the  athletes  in  Latin 
School  are  students  as  well. 

* * * * 

TRACK 

Captain,  Charles  J.  Hamlin,  Room  18. 
Manager,  Ralph  Kielty,  Room  11. 
Assistant  Manager,  Richard  E.  Mc- 
Ginn, Room  20. 

Coach,  Mr.  Fred  J.  O’Brien. 

On  Tuesday,  December  2,  the  first 
track  meeting  was  held,  and  eighty-five 


candidates  reported.  Coach  O’Brien 
spoke  on  the  prospects  of  this  winter 
which  are  very  good,  and  explained 
how  beneficial  track  work  was,  as  it 
gives  the  individual  a chance  to  come 
out,  and  show  what  he  can  do.  Al- 
though Capt.  Hamlin  is  still  on  crutches 
owing  to  an  injury  received  in  the 
English  High  game,  it  is  hoped  that  he 
will  be  in  condition  to  perform  by 
January  1.  The  following  “L”  men 
are  at  work  again:  Capt.  Hamlin, 
Gilpatric,  Hunt,  O’Dowd,  Dunton,  and 
Laird  among  the  seniors,  also  two  juniors 
who  succeeded  in  breaking  records, 
McGrath  and  Schwartz.  Other  men 
of  whom  great  things  are  expected 
are  Bowers,  100  yd.;  Enwright,  high- 
jump;  E.  Martin,  1,000  yd.;  J.  Martin, 
300  yds.;  Fitzgerald  and  McGrath, 
hurdles;  Demeter,  Cousens,  Fay,  Scho- 
per,  60  yd.  dash;  Povah,  shot-put;  and 
Sullivan,  a new  man  whose  specialty 
is  the  mile.  The  class  meet  will  be 
held  on  January  28  in  the  drill  hall. 
Let  every  man  come  out  and  help 
make  a track  team  that  will  win  the 
city  championship.  Manager  Kielty  an- 
nounces the  following  schedule : 

Wednesday,  January  28:  Interclass 
Meet,  Drill  Hall. 
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Wednesday,  February  4:  Mechanic 
Arts,  Drill  Hall. 

Friday,  February  13 : Dorchester  High, 
Drill  Hall. 

Friday,  February  20:  Cambridge  Latin 
Drill  Hall. 

Friday,  February  27:  English  High, 
Drill  Hall. 

Saturday,  March  21:  Regimental 
Meet,  Irvington  St.  Armory. 

HOCKEY 

Captain,  Bennett  Murray,  Room  6. 

Manager,  Arthur  Nelson,  Room  6. 

Hockey  is  decidedly  a winter  sport, 
and  the  only  one  which  can  be  played 
out  of  doors  then.  It  has  never  been 
prominent  in  Latin  school,  chiefly  on 
account  of  unfavorable  weather  which 
has  prevented  the  ponds  and  river  from 
freezing,  thus  giving  no  places  for 
practice.  This  year,  however,  we  hope 
to  bring  hockey  into  prominence,  and 
Captain  Murray  urges  every  man  who 
can  skate,  to  come  out  for  the  team. 
At  the  first  practice  there  were  present 
Capt.  Murray,  Cahill,  Madden,  (cap- 
tain of  last  year’s  team)  Devine,  and 
McCarthy  of  last  year’s  team,  while 
R.  Martin,  Cronin,  and  Maloney  are 
among  the  new  members.  Manager 
Nelson  has  arranged  the  following  sched- 
ule, which  is  a very  excellent  one : 
January  1,  Somerville  High,  Somerville. 
January  10,  St.  Johns,  Danvers. 

January  15,  Boston  College  High,  Frank- 
lin Field. 

January  21,  Brookline  High,  Brookline. 
January  24,  Exeter  (undecided),  Exeter. 
January  30,  Newton  High,  Newton. 
February  7,  Hudson  High,  Hudson. 
February  7,  Mechanic  Arts,  Franklin 
Field. 

February  13,  Brighton  High,  Brighton. 
February  28,  English  High,  Arena. 
Games  are  also  pending  with  Cam- 


bridge Latin  and  Rindge. 
SWIMMING 

Captain,  Edmund  O’Callaghan,  R.  14. 
Manager,  Stillman  R.  Dunham. 

Swimming  is  a sport  that  has  rapidly 
come  to  the  front  in  the  past  two  years. 
Practice  is  held  twice  a week  at  the  Cur- 
tis Hall  Tank  and  the  Latin  School 
“fish”  are  rapidly  forming  a cham- 
pionship team.  Although  Adams  and 
Gersumky,  two  sure  point  winners,  were 
lost  by  graduation,  the  following  mem- 
bers of  last  year’s  team  have  reported: 
Capt.  O’Callaghan  and  Cummings  in 
the  dashes,  Kearns  and  Dowd  in  the 
plunge,  and  Campbell  and  Wendte  in 
the  fancy  diving;  while  J.  Martin, 
McCarthy,  Enwright  and  Murdough 
are  prominent  among  the  new  members. 
Manager  Dunham  has  arranged  meets 
with  the  following  schools:  Malden, 
Winthrop,  English  High,  Dorchester 

High,  and  Boston  College  High. 

* * * * 

Louis  E.  Walsh  has  been  unanimously 
elected  captain  of  the  1914  football 
team.  He  has  played  centre  for  Latin 
School  for  two  years,  and  is  one  of  the 

best  defensive  centres  in  the  city. 

* * * * 

On  a following  page  is  the  result  of  the 
fall  tennis  tournament,  which  was  won 
by  Bernard  Gordon  of  Class  I. 

* * * * 

The  second  football  team  deserves 
a word  of  praise  for  its  faithful  work 
in  being  a practice  team  for  the  benefit 
of  the  first  team. 

The  following  men  were  awarded 
their  L in  football:  Besarick,  Cahill, 
Cotter,  Dolson,  Dunton  (manager),  En- 
wright, Fitzgerald,  Hamlin,  Hunt,  E. 
Martin,  J.  Martin,  McCarthy,  Mur- 
dough, O’Dowd,  O’Keefe,  Povah,  Walsh, 
Young.  Farmer,  T4. 
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EDITORIAL. 


As  this  number  goes  to  press,  The 
Register  wishes  to  express  most  sincere 
thanks  to  those  who  have  assisted  in  its 
preparation  either  by  written  contribu- 
tions or  by  helpful  suggestions. 

The  publication  of  more  articles  was 
rendered  impossible,  because  of  the  limit- 
ations of  space.  Therefore  we  were  com- 
pelled to  confine  our  solicitations  to  a 
very  few  from  the  vast  number  of  grad- 
uates whose  contributions  undoubtedly 
would  have  been  both  interesting  and 
helpful. 

To  our  Head  Master,  Mr.  Penny packer, 
especial  thanks  are  due,  as  well  as  to  the 


management  of  the  Alumni  dinner  and 
reunion  for  their  courtesy  to  the  Editor 
and  the  Business  Manager,  and  for  the 
contribution  of  the  anonymous  poem. 
To  the  Latin  School  Association  also, 
we  are  grateful,  for  the  etchings  of  for- 
mer Latin  School  buildings  and  the 
Valedictory  address  by  Andrew  Eliot. 
‘‘Last  but  not  least  in  love,”  we  wish  to 
thank  those  of  our  friends  in  the  school 
and  out,  whether  or  not  connected  with 
The  Register,  for  their  aid,  not  only’  in 
time  and  labor,  but  also  in  the  even 
more  valuable  encouragement  with  which 
they  have  always  cheered  us. 


President  Emeritus  CHARLES  W.  ELIOT,  B.  L.  S.  ’49 
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Oratio  Valedictoria  ad  Reverendum  Dominum  Williams. 

Venerande  atque  Honorande  Domine, 

Quod  multa  a te  accepi  beneficia,  ita  apparet,  ut  supra  modum  ingratus  sim, 
si  gratias  tibi  non  agam  maximas.  me  ab  hac  schola  nunc  discessuro,  pro  cura  tua 
et  diligentia  amplissima,  in  me  linguis  Latina  et  Graeca  instruendo,  ac  pro  tuis 
documentis  piis;  et  quia  non  queo  honores  debitos  tibi  persolvere,  oro  ut  hanc 
meam  agnitionem  parvam  accip'as;  et  promitto  quod  (dum  vita  manebit)  tuorum 
erga  me  beneficiorum  memoriam  conservabo,  debendo  magis  quam  loquendo; 
nihil  enim  amplius  in  votis,  quam  ut  summae  observantiae  et  grati  animi  argumen- 
tum  aliquod  relinquam.  Non  possum  reper ire  qua  mereedetuae  benignitati  pari  te 
remunerarem,  sed  quaeram  sedulo  et  summum  conatum  adhibelo.  Et  nunc  me 
ad  Academiam  Harvardianum  profecturo,  preces  tuas  pro  me  rogo,  ut  Deus,  ex 
abundanti  misericordia,  me  a periculis  et  insidiis  mundi  hujus  pravi,  custodiat,  et 
ut  iis  quae  in  me  adsidue  contulisti,  indignus  non  existimer.  Et  precor  Deum 
omnipotentem,  ut  vitam  tuain  utilissimam  diu  extendat,  et  cum  illi  placuerit,  te  ab 
hoc  mundo  amovere,  in  memorem  recipiaris,  et  gloriae  corona  potiaris  in  saecula 
saeculorum.  Vale  iterumque  vale. 

Nunc  convertit  se  oratio  mea  ad  Doctum  Dominum  Lovell.  O observande 
Domine . 

Sub  tua  eruditione  annis  amplius  quattuor  fui,  et  non  possum  non  fateri 
quod  tuo  officio  magna  cum  fide  semper  functus  es;  et  jam  adsum  ut  tibi  gratias 
prosingulari  tuain  me  benevolentia  agam  maximus,  acvero  multis  ac  magnis  ben- 
eficiis  me  tibi  devinxisti,  ac  tu  me  ingratum  jure  dicas,  si  summo  cum  obsequio 
occasionem  primam  non  captarem  testificandi  gratias  quam  multas  animus  meus 
habeat  quam  plures  debeat;  Ergo  tibi  gratias  ago,  et  semper  agam,  referam 
quoque  si  potero,  nunc  rogo  ut  deum  preceris  ut  me  ab  omni  peccato  conserve!, 
ut  mea  studia  succedat  et  efficiat  ut  multis  benefaciam.  Vale  Domine  Valeto. 


Denique  converto  ad  meos  clarissimos  condiscipulos  O mei  conjunctissimi 

socii : 

Nunc  vos  paucis  verbis  admonebo,  quando  a vobis  discessurus  sum;  Con- 
cordiam  sectamini,  Senes  reveremi  audite  multa,  sed  loquemini  pauca,  noscite 
vosmet  ipsos,  temperantiam  exercete,  videte  etiam  atque  etiam  et  considerate 
quid  agitis,  cedite  majoribus  et  minores  vobis  ne  conteninite,  verecundiam 
semper  servate,  in  studiis  adhibete  diligentiam,  libros  legite  et  lectos  mementate, 
fidem  conservate.  Parentes  diligite,  et  Praeceptoribus  obtemperate,  sed  im- 
primis Deum  veneramini;  Fugite  mendacia  et  maledictiones,  et  nomen  Domini 
Dei  vestri  inaniter  ne  usurpate,  inimicitiam  solvite,  litem  et  calumniam  oderitis, 
et  vitia  cetera  quibis  pueri  pronissimi  sunt.  Valde  me  paenitet,  ut  exemplum 
melius  vobis  ad  imitandum  non  proposuerim  sed  quod  in  me  reprehensione 
dignum  vidistis,  in  vobis  emendate,  et  quod  rectum  imitamini.  Valete  etiam 
atque  etiam  Valete. 


Haec  oratio  habita  est  Andeam  Eliot  ejus  discessu  Grammatica  a schola 
meridionali  Bostonii  Nov-Anglorum  pridie  Calendas  Quintilis  anno  Domini  Mil. 
Sep.  tri-tertio.  Ad  Tiiomam  Allen 


THE  FIRST  LATIN  SCHOOL  ON  NORTH  SIDE  OF  SCHOOL  STREET,  1635 


THE  THIRD  LATIN  SCHOOL  ON  SOUTH  SIDE  OF  SCHOOL  STREET,  1812 


THE  FOURTH  LATIN  SCHOOL  ON  BEDFORD  STREET.  1865. 
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LINES  BY  A CHICAGO  ALUMMUS 
READ  AT  THE  REUNION  AND  DINNER 


How  swift  the  winged  word  can  win  its 
way 

Into  the  farthest  chambers  of  thy 
Past, — 

Awake  the  slumbering  memories  thou 
hast, 

And  stir  to  living  fire  the  distant  day 

W hen  o’er  thy  spirit,  or  the  grosser  clay, 
Came  down  tumultuous  the  stormy 
blast, — 

Or  triumph’s  flare, — or  when  the  die 
was  cast 

Only  for  trilles  in  thy  youthful  play! 

And  so  to  me,  mv  mind  on  other  things, 
Your  pleasant  message  of  reunion 
came, 

Away  with  toil!  Away  my  spirit  flings, 
And  swiftly  mounts; — ’ tis  off,  on  fiery 
flame 

Of  myriad- minded  Memory  that  brings 
Into  our  lives  so  much  of  joy  or 
shame. 

I see  again  the  steep  and  thundering 
stair 

On  Bedford  Street, — (You  do  not 
know  the  place?) — - 
And  hear  our  poet  read,  with  match- 
less grace, 

His  verse  of  parting  from  the  gloomy 
square. 

Then  forth  to  a new  fane  we  gaily  fare, 
New  altars, — new,  ah  now  how  old, — 
to  face: 

Traditions  new  upon  its  stones  to 
trace, 

But  in  their  full  fruition  not  to  share. 


I hear  the  stately  Nutter’s  sharp  com- 
mand,— 

And  fiery  Fenn  speak  Toussaint 
L’Ouverture, 

And  Page  with  velvet  voice, — and  then 
the  grand, 

The  peerless  Merrill,  scholar  wise  and 
sure, 

I see, — Master,  with  firm  but  gentle 
hand, 

Noblest  of  all  in  our  entablature. 

At  las!  the  struggle  and  the  toil  was 
o’er ; 

Notum  sit  quod  (which  means  a 
fond  Good-bye) 

Was  handed  me, — I’m  sure  I don’t 
know  why, — 

And  then  they  gently  led  me  to  the 
door, 

And  Latin  syntax  vexed  my  soul  no 
more, 

Until  my  children  started  in,  to  try 

Translating  Caesar, — when  I had  to 

fly 

Back  to  the  Grammar  and  the  Notes  of 
ycre! 

Play  hard,  young  man,  and  labor  as 
you  play: 

Play  hard,  nor  basely  like  a craven 
quail 

At  the  rude  buffets  of  the  wholesome 
fray! 

’Tis  not  ignoble,  if  you  nobly  fail: 

Show  to  your  sons,  than  ours,*a  better 
way ; 

By  virile  lives  blaze  forth  a clearer 
trail ! 


THE  PRESENT  LATIN  SCHOOL. 
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A LETTER  FROM  WILLIAM  ELY  BOIES 

Class  of  1840 


Knoxville,  Tenn.  August  13,  1913. 

No.  505  West  Church  Avenue. 

Dear  Mr.  Stanwood:- 

Surely  I could  not  do  less  than  to  re- 
spond favorably  to  your  very  courte- 
ous note  of  August  sixth.  Only,  my 
dear  sir,  please  bear  in  mind  that  the 
respondent  is  carrying  personally  ninety 
and  little  more  than  one-half  years  on 
his  fairly  upright  shoulders.  Also  his 
ears  have  been  for  some  two  decades 
little  more  than  mere  fleshly'  append- 
ages, worn  more  for  personal  identifi- 
cation than  continued  use  as  organs  of 
hearing.  Yet  my  joints  still  remain  po- 
tent enough,  as  you  perceive,  to  push  a 
pen  fairly  well  on  legible  lines;  and  wits, 
such  as  they  are,  shall  do  their  best  “to 
give  the  boys  of  lo-dayr  a glimpse  of  those 
of  yesterday” — to  quote  your  own  words. 

Moreover,  Head  Master  Penny-packer 
placed  me  little  more  than  a y-ear  ago 
under  deep  obligations  through  not  only 
very  welcome  notes  from  his  pen,  but 
various  literature,  such  as  a copy  of 
Jenk’s  historical  sketch,  Catalogue  of 
the  school  for  1911,  booklet  of  its  two- 
hundred  and  seventy-fifth  anniversary-, 
containing  addresses  by  Charles  W. 
Eliot,  L.  L.  D.  of  the  class  of  1849,  and 
Poem  by  Robert  M.  Green,  M.  D.,  of 
the  Class  of  1898.  Also,  I was  in  grate- 
ful receipt  of  several  programmes  couched 
in  Latin  and  last,  but  by-  no  means 
least,  the  Head  Master’s  own  person  in 
cabinet  photo  as  taken  several  years  ago 
while  probably  yet  as  ub — -lacking  his  pres- 
ent riper  dignity-  as  worthy  head-master. 
But  what  a series  of  revelations  since 
my  comparatively  humble  exit  from  B. 


L.  S.  in  1840!  A little  company  of  us 
boys  back  in  the  thirties  used  to  “play- 
soldier’’  mostly  in  embryo  and  with  a 
captain  utterly-  non-commissioned  to 
enhance  the  joke.  Lo!  the  old  school  it- 
self now  boasts  a regimental  “roster" 
comprising  three  battalions  and  twelve 
companies!  Verily  “per  varios  casus, 
per  tot  discrimina  rerum  tendimus  ad 
coelum!”  This  early  alumnus  went  loy- 
ally through  a military  drill  in  1800,  but 
was  too  well  known  by  his  ear-marks  for 
acceptance  personally.  Yet  the  dear 
old  school  as  you  know  furnished  its  im- 
mortal quota  for  the  war,  that  please 
God,  will  never  be  renewed;  and  how 
reverently  even  my  dim  ey-es  would 
scan  those  names  blazoned  on  your  rec- 
ords and  sculptured  marble!  Still  you 
may  believe  me  conceited  enough  to  re- 
mind you  of  my  three  medals  of  honor 
from  Alma  Mater,  B.  L.  S.,  the  first  a- 
warded  in  1837  “for  industry  and  good 
conduct,”  the  second  in  1838  thus  in- 
scribed "Palma  Industriae  Guilielmo  E. 
Boies.”  Then  finally  in  1840  the  Frank- 
1 i n Medal  was  awarded  me  inscribed  "Re- 
ward of  Merit  by-  the  School  Committee.” 
And  the  climax  for  us  honor  boys  was 
that  dinner  at  Faneuil  Hall  over  which 
Boston’s  mayor  presided.  Loss  of  hear- 
ing prevented  me  early-  from  achieving 
my  chosen  lifework,  the  gospel  ministry. 
Nevertheless,  as  for  y-ears  a contributor 
of  occasional  prose  and  verse  to  the 
Springfield  (Mass.)  Republican,  and  since 
coming  to  Knoxville  serving  even  till 
now  as  an  editorial  writer,  together  with 
occasional  verse-making  for  our  local 
Journal-Tribune,  my-  loyalty  to  jour- 
nalism has  enabled  me  still,  I humbly 
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hope,  to  continue, in  both  secular  and  reli- 
gious sense,  serving  the  Master  whose 
very  name  seems  to  me  music — Jesus  of 
Galilee ! 

1 have  never  visited  our  school  but 
once  since  its  abandonment  of  the  Build- 
ing on  School  Street  with  three  stories 
of  brick  and  a granite  front,  surmounted 
by  the  modest  cupola  containing  that 
bell  whose  tongue,  or  rather  clapper,  it 
was  in  turn  my  own  blest  privilege  man- 
ually to  swing  as  the  ding-dong  call  to 
school.  The  only  visit  just  referred 
to  was  while  the  school  occupied  its  then 
new  building  jointly  with  the  English 
High  School,  on  Bedford  Street,  which 
I found  not  particularly  imposing, 
though  built  of  granite  and  more  com- 
modious than  its  immediate  predecessor 
the  third  in  succession.  On  entering  the 
eastern  door  and  passing  up  two  flights 
of  stairs  to  the  master’s  room  soon  was 
I cordially  greeted  by  dear  Francis  Gard- 
ner though  he  had  not  seen  my  face  for 
full  twenty-five  years.  Yet  the  dear  old 
Mentor  was  looking  no  worse  for  his  then 
forty-years  of  connection  with  the  school 
and  insisted  on  my  standing  by  his  side 
on  the  platform  while  he  introduced  me 
to  his  advanced  class  and  bade  all  be 
seated  whom  1 had  chanced  upon  him 
drilling  and  then  bade  me  address  them. 
Verily,  I could  not  decline,  though  em- 
barrassed by  impaired  hearing;  yet  tact- 
ful words  in  preface  from  their  Head 
Master  to  the  boys  happily  relieved  the 
situation  while  Greenough’s  life-sized 
but  draped  female  figure  in  marble  sit- 
ting near,  naturally  lent  inspiration  as 
guardian  genius  of  the  school. 

It  is  never  now  likely  to  be  my 
privilege  to  visit  the  present  splendid 
edifice  on  Warren  Avenue  and  Dart- 
mouth St.  Yet  this  old  boy  of  yester- 


day used  after  school,  or  on  holidays  in 
winter  to  skate  on  frozen  Back  Bay;  and 
from  a nearby  bridge  earlier  in  the  sea- 
son could  drop  his  line  and  haul  up 
enough  smelts  to  furnish  a toothsome  fry 
for  the  family  breakfast.  The  disad- 
vantage was  in  disturbing  the  memo- 
rized page  from  Gould’s  Latin  Gram- 
mar, lodged  over  night  to  be  recited 
strictly  verbatim  soon  after  school 
opened.  Occasionally,  while  a pupil  at 
the  Fort  Hill  public  grammar  school  a 
penal  blow  was  felt  from  the  rattan  of 
Principal  Fox;  but  never  from  Head 
Master  Dillaway,  nor  Dixwell.  More- 
over, en  route  to  my  home  at  the 
South  End  from  Fort  Hill  my  trip  was 
frequently  interrupted  by  saucy  strip- 
lings less  on  pleasure  bent  than  petty 
annoyances.  Never,  however,  did  my 
more  pretentious  daily  pilgrimage  suf- 
fer any  such  hindrance  all  the  way  from 
Oak  Place  to  School  St.  An  accident, 
however,  once  put  in  sudden  jeopardy 
my  chance  as  a prize-winner  for  punc- 
tuality, when  hurriedly  turning  the  cor- 
ner to  Oak  St.  I fell  flat  on  my  face  and 
broke  a front  tooth  that  disfigured  my 
phiz  sufficiently  to  detain  me  at  home 
for  a day.  At  another  time  my  father, 
then  pastor  of  Pine  Street  Church  (af- 
terward merged  in  the  Berkley  Temple) 
had  a rather  longwinded  clerical  guest 
to  lead  us  in  our  morning  family  devo- 
tions ; and  his  prayer  was  so  long  I 
couldn’t  resist  the  impulse  quietly  to 
slip  out  thru  a rear  door,  so  that  what 
was  lost  devotionally  might  be  saved  in 
punctuality. 

Now  after  the  lapse  of  more  than  three 
score  and  ten  years  my  memory,  losing 
much  nearer  the  present,  still  holds  much 
associated  with  those  five  years  of  stu- 
dent life  at  the  comparatively  plain 
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old  school  beforce  its  sumptuous  re- 
naissance as  the  B.  L.  S.  Much  have  I 
missed  of  its  later  features  and  furnish- 
ings; and  yet  many  a line  of  Latin  verse 
lingers  in  grateful  remembrance  from  the 
old  “capping”  weekly  forenoon  contests — - 
a line  from  the  Aeneid,  or  other  classic 
sources;  being  repeated  as  we  boys  were 
lined  up  on  opposite  sides  of  the  Master’s 
hall,  the  final  letter  voiced  forth  as  in- 
itial for  a line  from  the  other  side — and 
so  back  and  forth  till  the  last  contestant 
was  left  standing  triumphant  with  his 
final  line.  My  chirography  surely  at- 
tests the  abiding  skill  of  the  rather  dum- 
py not  to  say  clumsy-bodied  teacher  in 
penmanship  who  used  to  come  wad- 
dling in,  but  who  deftly  taught  us  as  he 
went  the  rounds  quietly  undertaking 


both  by  example  and  precept  to  teach 
the  combined  art  of  making,  plying,  and 
mending  a pen,  from  goose-quill  in  gen- 
eral, or  an  eagle’s  in  particular.  His 
own  coat  sleeve  would  serve  as  a ready 
penwiper,  but  his  fingers  escaped  such 
stains  as  are  left  by  the  treacherous  foun- 
tain pen  that  he  little  dreamt  of.  Decla- 
mation, once  a week  from  the  wide 
bare  platform  at  opposite  end  of  the 
room  to  the  Master’s  drew  none  usual- 
ly from  outside  but  submasters  from  the 
rooms  below.  Yet  I imagine  not  a few 
early  alumni  learnt  to  speak  effectively 
on  the  stage  or  even  from  sacred  desk 
from  drill  on  that  unpretending  though 
truly  historic  rostrum  of  the  past, 

William  Ely  Boies. 

Class  of  1840 


A LETTER  FROM 
COL.  HORACE  N.  FISHER 

Class  of  1853 


North  Woodstock,  N.  H., 
Aug.  24,  1913. 

Mr.  Eldon  Guild  Stanwood, 

Dear  Sir: — By  last  night’s  mail — for- 
warded from  Brookline,  I had  the  pleas- 
ure of  receiving  your  letter  from  Fal- 
mouth of  the  22d  inst.  requesting  my 
assistance,  for  the  Boston  Latin  School 
Register,  by  an  article  on  the  Latin 
School  of  my  school  days.  As,  at  my 
summer  home  in  the  White  Mountains, 
I have  neither  catalogue  nor  data  avail- 
able for  reference,  I hardly  know  how 
to  prepare  a paper  of  interest  to  your 
schoolmates,  that  is  worth  publishing. 
My  classmate  at  the  Latin  School  and  at 
Harvard  College, — Dr.  Francis  H.  Brown 


(15  State  St.,  Boston) — is  the  best  man 
living  to  furnish  you  with  the  informa- 
tion which  I understand  you  desire.  He 
has  peculiar  qualifications  for  the  task, 
having  long  been  the  Class  Secretary 
of  our  Class  (Harvard,  1857),  and  has 
kept  track  of  our  classmates  at  the  Lat- 
in School  and  at  Harvard. 

You  will  remember  that  our  Class 
graduated  at  the  Latin  School  sixty 
years  ago  and,  naturally,  the  most  ol 
us  have  crossed  the  great  divide.  Indeed, 
of  our  Class  at  the  Latin  School,  Dr. 
Brown  and  I are,  I believe,  the  only 
survivors  and  the  same  may  be,  in  a 
measure,  true  of  the  other  Classes  at 
the  School  in  our  time.  I can,  however, 
speak  of  those  of  opr  class  who  entered 
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Harvard  with  more  certainty  than  of 
those  who  did  not  go  to  College.  The 
Latin  School  Catalogue  undoubtedly  reg- 
isters the  names  of  all  of  us  and  I beg 
to  refer  you  to  that  Catalogue  for  sup- 
plying names  which  I do  not  recall. 

On  graduation  in  1853,  six  of  us  re- 
ceived Franklin  Medals,  namely;  James 
Jackson  Lowell,  William  N.  Ayers,  Jos- 
eph H.  Hale,  Augustus  A.  Hayes,  Frank- 
lin Haven  and  Horace  N.  Fisher;  of  the 
others,  James  I.  Higginson,  George 
Whittemore,  Arthur  I.  C.  Sowden, 
Francis  H.  Brown,  George  M.  Barnard, 
Charles  P.  Goreley,  all  entered  Harvard 
in  the  Class  of  1857,  with  those  already 
named,  except  Ayres  who  entered  Tufts 
College;  there  were  several  other  boys 
who  did  not  go  to  college  or  who  left 
the  school  before  our  Class  was  gradu- 
ated, among  them  Capt.  Richard  Carey 
who  was  killed  at  Antietam ; Whittemore, 
who  twice  won  the  Bowdoin  Medal  at 
Harvard,  was  also  killed  at  Antietam, 
and  Lowell  was  at  Savage’s  Station  in 
McClellan’s  Penninsula  Campaign;  Ha- 
ven, Fisher,  Higginson  and  Barnard 
were  commissioned  officers  in  the  Civil 
War.  That  is  to  say,  of  the  twelve 
above-named,  six  served  in  the  Army, 
as  did  Brown  temporarily  as  a surgeon 
after  some  great  battle.  It  was  credit- 
able for  our  class  to  send  half-bred 
graduates  into  the  field  in  the  hour  of 
our  country’s  struggle  for  the  Union. 
Of  the  two  who  died  in  battle, 
Whittemore  had  won  the  high  honor  of 
Bowdoin  Medalist,  but  his  early  death 
prevented  his  attaining  the  honors  he 
would  have  undoubtedly  won  in  mature 
life.  As  to  Lowell,  he  graduated  at  the 
head  of  his  class  in  the  Latin  School 
and  at  Harvard  and  was  a splendid 
young  man  with  the  promise  of  great 
distinction  at  the  time  of  his  early 
death.  His  brother,  Gen.  Charles  R.  Low- 
ell, also  graduating  at  the  head  of  his 


class  at  the  Latin  School  and  at  Har- 
vard, had  a brilliant  military  record 
in  the  Civil  War,  being  killed  at  the 
head  of  his  brigade  at  Cedar  Creek  in 
Virginia  under  Gen.  Sheridan.  Gen. 
Chailes  I.  Payne  and  Major  Henry  H. 
Higginson,  both  too  well  known  in  Boston 
to  need  comment,  were  cousins  and 
class-mates  of  “Charley,”  Lowell;  Major 
Jame  Savage  of  Mass.  2d  Infty,  killed  at 
Antietam,  Capt.  Paul  Revere  and  his 
brother  Dr.  Revere  there  killed;  Major 
Sidney  Willard,  killed  at  Fredericksburg; 
Phillips  Brooks,  the  beloved  Bishop  of 
Mass.,  David  H.  Coolidge,  long  Sec’y 
of  the  Old  Men’s  Home;  Robert  Treat 
Paine,  Richard  H.  Weld,  Sam  Quincy, 
John  Quincy  Adams  and  his  brother, 
the  present  Charles  Francis  Adams,  were 
in  older  classes  in  my  time.  All  of 
these  made  good  records  at  Harvard 
and  were  notable  Bostonians.  I ought 
not  to  omit  Dr.  Beni.  I.  Jeffreys  and 
Dr.  E.  Haskett  Derby,  both  in  the 
older  classes,  and  Dr.  John  Collins 
Warren,  who  was  a 5th  class  boy  when 
my  class  graduated.  Allow  me  to  point 
to  these  men  as  samples  of  the  clean- 
cut  and  brilliant  men  whom  the  Latin 
School  educated  sixty  years  and  more 
ago,  in  the  days  of  Dixwell  and  Gard- 
ner, the  successive  principals  in  my 
time.  I do  not  consider  that  the  above 
list  is  by  any  means  complete,  as  to  the 
Latin  School  Boys  of  my  time;  their 
names  naturally  come  first  t>  mind  as 
they  were  life-long  friends.  I do  not 
think  that  the  famous  Rugby  and  Eton 
Schools  of  England  could  show  a nobler 
list  in  1850-1855  than  the  Boston  Latin 
Schocl.  The  memorial  window  at 
Rugby  School,  in  honor  of  the  Rugby 
boys  killed  in  the  great  Indian  Mutiny 
is,  to  my  mind,  more  impressive  than 
the  memorial  menuments  in  West- 
minster Abbey,  for  stimulating  youth- 
ful patriotism. 
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A LETTER  FROM 

DR.  CHARLES  MONTRAVILLE  GREEN 

Class  of  1870 


In  the  forty-four  years  which  have 
elaped  since  I graduated  from  the  dear 
old  school  the  activities  of  a crowded  life 
have,  I fear,  somewhat  dimmed  the  mem- 
ories of  the  three  years  I spent  there; 
but  they  have  in  no  way  dulled  the  af- 
fection and  gratitude  which  I have  al- 
ways cherished  for  the  school,  her  teach- 
ers, and  her  traditions.  During  my 
time  the  Latin  School  shared  with  the 
English  High  School  the  Bedford  Street 
building.  I entered  in  1867  after  hav- 
ing completed  the  course  in  an  excellent 
suburban  high  school.  I had  had  a good 
training  in  all  the  mathematics  then  re- 
quired for  admission  to  Harvard  College; 
but  I had  studied  only  elementary  Latin 
and  had  had  no  Greek  at  all,  so  I was 
placed  in  the  out-of-course  division  of 
the  third  class  in  the  room  of  Mr.  Augus- 
tine M.  Gay.  I think  I spent  all  the  time 
for  the  first  month  in  memorizing  the 
Latin  grammar.  This  was  dreary  in- 
deed; but  the  knowledge  served  me  well 
in  college,  and  I can  still  recall  a good 
deal  of  it. 

During  the  third  class  year  the  reg- 
ular division  read  Xenophon’s  Ana- 
basis, while  the  out-of-course  division 
was  struggling  with  Sophocles’  gram- 
mar and  reader.  In  the  Spring,  when 
the  reviews  began,  Mr.  Gay  suggested 
to  me  that  I should  do  well  to  endeavor 
to  enter  the  regular  division,  which  I 
could  do  by  reading  in  advance  what  the 
other  boys  read  in  review.  I determined 
to  try;  and  I remember  studying  until 
10  o’clock  or  later  at  night,  and  rising  at 
5 in  the  morning,  to  prepare  my  lessons. 


I succeeded,  and  at  the  close  of  the  year 
I was  in  full  and  regular  standing. 
There  was  one  custom  of  the  third  year 
which  I never  liked:  if  a boy  in  reciting 
used  a wrong  tense,  the  boy  who  noticed 
it  could  raise  his  hand  and  cry  out 
“tense.”  The  boy  reciting  would  thus  lose 
a credit,  and  the  boy  who  noticed  the 
error  would  gain  a half-credit.  The  boys 
were  so  eager  to  gain  the  half-credit  that 
several  would  often  raise  hands  and  shout 
“tense”  at  the  same  time,  and  in  order 
to  attract  attention  (for  the  half-credit 
was  given  only  to  the  boy  first  noticed 
by  the  teacher)  the  shouting  was  gener- 
ally loud  and  strident.  This  noise  and 
confusion  were  enough  to  rattle  some  of 
the  reciting  boys  and  to  me  it  was  alto- 
gether unpleasant;  but  I have  no  doubt 
it  made  us  careful  and  exact  in  our 
translations. 

We  used  to  have  our  military  drill  in 
Boylston  Hall,  over  Boylston  Market, 
which  stood  on  the  site  of  the  present 
Continental  Building.  General  Moore 
was  our  instructor.  In  the  pleasant 
weather  of  Spring  we  were  permitted  to 
march  to  the  Common  and  drill  out  of 
doors.  In  those  days,  when  the  school 
was  much  smaller,  there  were  only  four 
companies,  and  not  all  the  first  class 
could  be  officers,  some  having  to  be 
satisfied  with  sergeantcies.  Our  an- 
nual prize  drills  were  held  in  Music  Hall. 
In  the  Spring  of  1868  General  Grant  vis- 
ited Boston,  and  the  Latin  School  Bat- 
talion had  the  honor  of  being  selected 
to  escort  him  to  his  hotel,  the  St.  James, 
now  the  Franklin  Square  House,  then 
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considered  the  finest  hostelry  in  town. 
On  arriving  in  Franklin  Square  General 
Grant  reviewed  the  battalion,  and  when 
we  presented  arms  to  him  the  moment 
was  the  proudest  in  our  school-boy  days. 

In  my  second  class  year  we  were  taught 
by  Mr.  Capen.  At  first  we  did  not  like 
him ; but  he  won  our  hearts  by  his  zeal  in 
our  behalf,  and  by  his  skill  in  teaching  al- 
gebra and  Baird’s  Manual.  So  we  came 
to  love  him,  and  his  soubriquet  of  Cudjo 
was  one  of  affection,  not  opprobrium. 
At  the  end  of  the  year  the  boys  wished 
to  give  him  a present;  but  there  was  a 
rule  of  the  School  Committee  forbidding 
this.  The  rule  was  relaxed,  however, 
and  we  presented  him  with  a large  Bible, 
which  I know  he  treasured  all  his  life. 
In  those  days  there  was  no  departmental 
teaching:  there  was  the  instructor  in  mil- 
itary drill,  and  Monsieur  Morong  used 
to  visit  the  school  to  try  to  impart  a cor- 
rect French  pronunciation;  otherwise  the 
boys  of  each  class-room  were  taught  by 
only  one  teacher. 

In  our  first-class  year  we  were  placed 
in  the  hall,  at  the  head  of  the  long  flights 
of  stairs,  and  were  taught  by  the  head 
master,  Dr.  Gardner.  In  the  lower 
grades  we  saw  comparatively  little  of  Dr. 
Gardner  except  at  military  drill  and  pub- 
lic exercises.  He  used  to  make  occasion- 
al irruptions  into  the  various  class  rooms, 
for  one  purpose  or  another,  and  I was  ter- 
ribly afraid  of  him.  But  when  I sat  un- 
der his  teaching  and  learned  to  know 
him,  all  fear  disappeared,  except  the  fear 
of  incurring  his  displeasure  by  some 
thoughtless  act.  We  came  to  know  his 
kind  heart  concealed  under  his  brusque 
manner,  and  at  the  close  of  the  year  we 
obtained  another  remission  of  the  rule 
and  presented  him  with  two  groups  of 
statuary  with  suitable  pedestals.  I so 
far  lost  all  fear  in  Dr.  Gardner’s  presence 


that  I walked  with  him  in  the  street  and 
occasionally  went  to  his  house.  I often 
visited  him  at  the  school  while  I was  in 
college,  and  frequently  sought  his  advice. 
Although  I always  regretted  his  apparent- 
ly harsh  manner,  I came  to  understand 
him  and  judge  him  at  his  true  value. 
I have  always  felt  that  it  was  he  who 
made  a man  of  me,  and  gave  me  a “back- 
bone” and  self-reliance  which  have  stood 
me  in  good  stead  ever  since  Latin  School 
days. 

It  was  during  my  time  that  Green- 
ough’s  beautiful  statue  of  our  personified 
Alma  Mater  was  placed  in  the  School. 
It  used  to  stand  in  a recess  of  the  west- 
erly end  of  the  hall  at  the  back  of  the 
stage  from  which  we  spoke  at  public 
declamations.  Our  annual  prize  decla- 
mations, like  our  prize  drills,  were  held 
in  the  old  Music  Hall,  and  we  spoke 
from  the  stage  in  front  of  the  great  organ. 
This  annual  exhibition  was  made  more 
of  in  those  days  than  in  latter  years. 
It  was  held  in  May,  and  we  used  to  dec- 
orate the  stage  with  wild  flowers  and 
evergreen.  To  obtain  these  decora- 
tions the  boys  used  to  be  given  a day  off 
the  day  or  two  before,  and  we  and  our 
friends  used  to  go  to  the  country  and 
gather  them.  Then  we  had  the  best  or- 
chestra of  the  day,  the  Germania,  and 
engraved  invitations.  To  attend  to  the 
business  arrangements  the  first  class  used 
to  choose  a committee;  and  to  meet  the 
expenses  the  boys  used  to  buy  the  tick- 
ets and  invitations  they  wished  to  send 
to  their  parents  and  girl  friends.  Some 
of  the  boys  served  as  ushers;  and 
we  all  wore  our  class  colors,  which  in  my 
time  were  magenta  and  white.  Then 
as  the  prizes  were  announced,  the  re- 
cipients mounted  the  platform  and  bowed 
to  the  audience.  Altogether  it  was 
a very  proud  occasion. 
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In  1895  my  class  celebrated  the  25th 
anniversary  of  our  graduation.  Of  the 
35  who  had  graduated  in  1870,  three  had 
answered  their  last  roll-call,  and  17  of 
the  remaining  32  gathered  at  Young’s 
Hotel,  having  as  guests  Dr.  Merrill, 
the  head  master,  and  Mr.  Capen,  the 
senior  master,  these  two  being  our  only 
surviving  teachers  still  on  duty.  The 
exercises  began  as  they  used  to  in  Bed- 
ford Street.  From  the  Bible  we  had 


given  him  in  1869  Cudjo  read  the  12th 
chapter  of  Ecclesiastes,  and  then  led  us 
in  the  recital  of  the  Lord’s  prayer.  1 
will  not  undertake  to  give  an  account  of 
the  post-coenam,  with  its  poetry,  song, 
reminiscence,  and  speech.  There  were 
tears  in  many  a voice  as  we  spoke  of  ab- 
sent and  departed  classmates  and  teach  - 
ers, and  recalled  the  days  we  had  passed 
together  in  the  dear  old  Latin  School. 


REMINISCENCES  OF  JAMES  SCHOULER 


In  fulfilment  of  my  promise  1 have 
written  out  some  of  my  reminiscences 
concerning  the  Boston  Latin  Sshool, 
which  I entered  in  the  fall  of  1851  after 
graduating  from  the  Quincy  School.  I 
can  hardly  reckon  myself  among  your 
alumni,  as  it  seems  to  me,  for  my  connec- 
tion with  the  Latin  School  lasted  but 
little  more  than  a year. 

Two  incidents,  however,  both  of  much 
significance  in  the  progress  of  this  in- 
stitution, are  connected  with  my  brief 
course  there.  The  famous  Francis  Gard- 
ner was  installed  as  head  master  of  the 
school,  just  after  we  entered.  And,  some 
months  later,  coming  to  fill  a vacancy, 
Charles  J.  Capen  began  with  our  class 
that  long  and  memorable  career  as  an 
assistant,  which  ended  only  lately  with 
his  honored  retirement  from  a veteran’s 
work.  At  Mr.  Gardner’s  induction  we 
boys  all  assembled  in  the  hall  at  the  top 
of  the  building,  while  our  teachers,  with 
the  school  committeemen,  occupied  the 
platform.  A clergyman,  the  spokes- 
man for  the  committee,  as  1 remember, 
in  urging  us  pupils  to  cooperate  with 
the  new  head  master,  related  to  us  the 
old  classical  fable  of  the  belly  and  the 
members,  which  I met  again  presently 


when  translating  Yiri  Romae.  As  to 
Mr.  Capen,  and  his  earliest  experience 
at  the  Latin  School  as  our  immediate 
teacher,  I supplied  some  data  a few 
years  ago  for  the  ovation  given  him  on 
his  retirement. 

Mr.  Capen  I frequently  met  in  aftei 
life.  But  my  personal  acquaintance 
with  Francis  Gardner  began  and  ended 
as  a pupil  in  the  Latin  School.  Yet 
the  strong  character  and  vigorous  per- 
sonality of  that  remarkable  man  made 
an  impression  upon  my  youthful  mind 
which  time  has  never  effaced  or  even 
dimmed.  No  personal  description  of 
him  with  “his  stormy  face"  and  vehe- 
mence, can  be  more  graphic,  more  touch- 
ing in  pathos,  more  truthful  or  more  com- 
plete, than  that  made  by  Phillips  Brooks 
in  his  admirable  address  of  1885  on  the 
“Boston  Latin  School."*  Although  a 
member  of  the  lowest  class  I saw  con- 
siderable. during  those  early  months,  of 
Mr.  Gardner  in  his  gentler  and  kindlier 
moods,  and  this  partly  because  of  a per- 
sonal incident  which  1 shall  not  relate, 
and  partly  for  the  reason  that  1 was  one 
of  the  regular  declaimers  on  public  Sat- 
urdays and  at  the  school  exhibition, 

* Essays  and  addresses  418  - 422 


meeting  him  alone  frequently  for  a pri- 
vate rehearsal. 

Although  Master  Gardner  taught  his 
own  class  on  the  upper  floor,  he  would 
descend  the  stairs  occasionallyand,  throw- 
ing open  the  door,  interrupt  our  study 
and  recitation  for  some  brief  harangue, 
with  his  hand  upon  the  door  knob,  and 
then  stalk  out  again,  shutting  the  door 
behind  him.  One  day,  I remember,  he 
swung  into  the  room  with  the  inquiry: 

“Boys,  have  you  ever  heard  of ?” 

(naming  a young  mathematician  of  cur- 
rent celebrity).  After  receiving  our  reply 
he  continued:  “Well!  I understand  that 
this  young  man  is  so  untrustworthy  in 
money  matters,  that  his  father  can’t 
leave  him  to  attend  to  customers  in  his 
place  without  having  a sharp  watch  kept 
upon  him.”  “Now”  he  proceeded  to 
say  “you-can’t  all  be  geniuses,  and  it 
is  enough  for  each  one  of  you  to  improve 
well  the  talents  our  Maker  has  bestowed 
upon  him.  But,  above  all  things,  be 
honest,  be  manly  and  honorable,  and 
show  the  world  that  you  can  be  trusted.” 
And  with  this  brief  but  pointed  exhorta- 
tion he  swung  out  again  and  left  us. 

The  Latin  School  at  that  time  oc- 
cupied one  side  of  the  granite-front 
building  on  Bedford  Street  which  the 
English  High  School,  with  its  separate 
entrance  and  rooms,  shared  on  the  other. 
Our  entering  class  used  the  rear  room 
on  the  entrance  floor;  and  while  some 
changes  were  going  on,  the  front  class 
room  was  for  a while  untenanted.  In 
order  to  afford  more  space  for  the  pupils, 
twelve  of  us  were  in  consequence  per- 
mitted to  occupy  desks  in  the  vacant 
room,  except  when  we  were  at  recitation. 
Left  to  our  honor,  as  a body,  we  fell 
proud  of  the  distinction  and  styled  our- 
selves “the  enviable  twelve.”  That 
scheme,  however,  was  not  conducive  to 


study ; and  as  for  myself,  though  quietly 
disposed,  I got  to  passing  much  of  my 
time  in  reading  an  unbound  volume  of 
Macaulay’s  History  which  I found  in  the 
bookcase.  \\  e had  agreed  not  to  con- 
verse, but  this  did  not  prevent  much 
communication  by  signs  among  us. 
1 hus  we  went  on  from  day  to  day  until 
one  of  the  bolder  and  livelier  boys  came 
forward  on  a certain  forenoon  and  began 
to  make  a speech  in  pantomine.  An- 
other soon  joined  him  in  a dumb  dialogue 
after  which  they  proceeded  to  lay  hands 
on  one  another.  A scuffle  followed, 
while  t lie  others  of  us  looked  on  from 
our  desks  in  trepidation  or  amusement. 
Suddenly  the  door  opened  and  Mr. 
Gardner  stood  there;  the  two  culprits 
at  once  took  their  seats  in  shame  and 
all  of  us  quaked  with  fear.  “Well! 
well!  well!”  exclaimed  our  head-master, 
and  then,  shutting  the  door,  he  dis- 
appeared without  further  comment. 
Of  course  our  privilege  speedily  stopped, 
and  we  found  ourselves  crowded  once 
more  into  our  usual  class  room  very 
much  downcast.  Youths  scarcely 
entering  their  teens,  ought  not,  I think, 
to  be  trusted  together  for  keeping 
order  unwatched,  without  at  least 
some  monitor  and  elder  comrade  a- 
mong  them  to  be  responsible  for  their 
behavior.  Boys  dislike  naturally  to  tel! 
tales  of  one  another;  and,  while  even  the 
best  disposed  among  those  thus  set  apart 
will  incline  to  passive  idleness,  there  are 
sure  to  be  one  or  two  inclined  to  active 
mischief  who  will  lead  the  others  into 
trouble  sooner  or  later. 

Two  things  in  the  school,  while  I attend- 
ed there  served  to  divert  our  interest 
from  the  incessant  grind  of  Andrews’  and 
Stoddard’s  Latin  grammar,  with  its  mem- 
orizing of  rules  and  its  long  lists  of 
words  and  phrases.  One  was,  the  pub- 
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lication  of  a school  paper  by  one  or  two 
youths  in  an  upper  class.  It  was  print- 
ed and  circulated  for  a brief  period  only 
and  then  died  a natural  death.  Its  ex- 
tra columns  the  editors  would  till  out  by 
extracts  taken  from  “Josh  Beanpole’s 
Courtship,”  one  of  the  stories  in  a book 
called  “Yankee  Notions,"  which  I had 
previously  read  while  on  a country  va- 
cation. The  other  excitement  consisted 
in  contests  which  took  place  in  our  play- 
ground, at  recess  time,  between  the 
“Tigers"  and  “Bloody  Reds,”  as  they 
styled  themselves,  two  rival  companies 


in  the  Latin  School  with  mock  military 
aspirations.  1 he  “Iigers"  comprised 
youths  of  the  highest  class,  sedate,  con- 
fident and  self-possessed,  who  stood  their 
ground.  The  “Bloody  Reds,”  belong- 
ing to  an  intermediate  class  and  led  in 
an  aggressive  spirit,  would  attempt 
fierce  and  sophomoric  assault.  We,  of 
course,  who  were  in  the  lowest  class, 
could  do  little  more  than  play  the  part 
of  impartial  spectators,  suffering  quite 
as  much  and  as  little  real  bodily  harm  as 
they  who  figured  in  the  fighting. 


“FORSAN  ET  HAEC  OLIM  MEMINISSE 
JUVABIT,”  By  JOSEPH  W.  CHADWICK 


My  connection  with  the  Boston 
Latin  School  as  a teacher  dates  from 
Sept.,  1866,  to  Sept.,  1906,  a period  of 
forty  years.  When  I entered  the  school 
it  was  located  on  Bedford  St.,  where  R. 
H.  White's  extension  store  now  stands.  I 
never  asked  for  leave  of  absence  until 
1904,  when  I was  away  one  year.  I first 
saw  service  in  the  school  when  Dr.  Fran- 
cis Gardner  as  head-master,  under  whom 
I served  ten  years.  Dr.  Gardner,  the 
brilliant  scholar,  the  typical  New  Eng- 
land school-master  and  unique  teacher, 
held  the  school  in  complete  control,  as 
all  can  testily  who  sat  in  his  classes  or 
taught  under  his  management.  Being 
a man  of  rough  exterior  and  brusque 
manners,  he  was  often  misjudged  by 
those  who  looked  at  the  surface  only; 
those  who  in  affliction  shared  his  sym- 
pathy knew  that  beneath  his  untoward 
appearance  he  carried  a warm  heart; 
this  I had  personal  reasons  for  know- 
ing. 

He  had  only  contempt  for  pretense. 
The  boy  that  attempted  chicanery  with 


him  quickly  found  this  out  to  his  shame, 
and  would  probably  see  two  long  bony 
fingers  thrust  up  before  him  with  the 
remark,  “Which  horn,  fool  or  knave?” 

From  the  days  of  Dr.  Gardner  to  the 
present  time  this  old  school  has  experi- 
enced great  changes  both  in  adminis- 
tration and  methods  of  teaching.  His 
methods  were  adapted  to  his  time,  but 
would  now  be  obsolete.  One  of  his 
practices,  entirely  “sui  generis,”  was  to 
conduct  examinations,  wholly  oral,  for 
the  double  purpose  of  testing  the 
knowledge  of  the  pupil,  and  the  methods 
of  the  teacher,  and  sometimes  it  seemed 
that  the  latter  was  the  chief  aim.  Near 
the  close  of  each  month— the  date  was  al- 
ways uncertain — each  master  was  no- 
tified to  leave  his  room  in  charge  of  the 
monitor,  and  repair  to  the  room  of  the 
head-master,  from  which  all  went  to 
some  class-room.  The  whole  day  was 
spent  by  the  teachers  in  examining  the 
various  classes  on  the  work  of  the  month. 
Dr.  Gardner  always  conducted  the  rec- 
itation. These  occasions  were  often 
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enlivened  by  exhibitions  of  humor  on 
the  part  of  the  examiner  and  the  ex- 
amined, for  which  the  quick  witted  Dr. 
always  had  a keen  relish,  even  though 
a joke  were  at  his  own  expense.  The 
visiting  teachers  were  required  to  mark 
these  recitations,  the  results  of  which 
were  a factor  in  determining  the  stand- 
ing of  the  pupil  for  the  following  month. 
On  one  occasion  the  Dr.  had  called  out 
a class  reading  the  first  book  of  Caesar. 
When  the  first  boy  was  called  upon  to 
recite,  he  was  asked  what  ground  the 
class  had  covered  during  the  month. 
After  much  bewilderment  he  named  what 
he  thought  was  the  limit.  “Well,”  said 
the  examiner,  “as  you  have  mastered  but 
a page  and  a half,  I am  afraid  the 
judgment  will  overtake  you  before  you 
have  conquered  Gaul.” 

Another  time  a lad  was  making  bad 
work  at  rendering  a Latin  idiom  into  its 
English  equivalent.  After  the  Dr.  had 
been  baffled  in  several  attempts  to  extri- 
cate the  lad  from  his  dilemma,  assuming 
that  the  scholar  had  not  paid  heed  to  his 
teacher’s  instructions,  in  order  to  rebuke 
the  boy  for  remissness,  the  Dr.  said 
“Did  you  ever  harness  a horse?”  “Yes, 
sir,”  was  the  answer.  “Where  did  you 
put  the  headstall,  on  his  tail  or  on  his 
head?”  “On  his  head,  sir.”  “How  many 
times  were  you  told  where  to  put 
the  headstall?”  “Was  never  lold,  sir, 
I always  knew  it.”  At  the  unexpected 
reply  the  Dr.  joined  heartily  in  the  storm 
of  laughter  the  answer  had  provoked. 

At  the  close  of  one  of  these  examin- 
ations a teacher  of  a younger  class  that 
had  acquitted  itself  honorably  ventured 
to  ask  if  the  Dr.  did  not  think  the  class 
reflected  credit  upon  itself  and  the  teach- 
er. This  was  a self-satisfaction  with 
which  the  head-master  had  little  pa- 
tience. “Yes,”  he  answered,  “the  class 


has  done  better  than  expected  with  a 
teacher  that  knows  so  little  Latin.” 
Turning  away,  the  Dr.  left  the  teacher 
to  extract  what  comfort  he  could  from 
the  compliment.  The  remedy  was  ad- 
equate to  the  disease;  it  cured.  He 
never  begged  a compliment  afterward, 
but  proved  a very  successful  teacher. 

In  order  to  maintain  the  scholarship 
at  a high  standard,  those  scholars  whose 
record  for  the  day  fell  as  1owt  as  1 in  a 
scale  of  5 were  allowed  to  return  to 
school  at  3 o’clock,  and  make  up  the 
failures  under  the  direction  of  the  teach- 
er. This  was  what  Dr.  Gardnei  called 
coming  for  “Strawberries  and  Cream.” 
It  is  not  going  very  far  astray  to  say  that 
neither  teacher  nor  pupil  looked  sweetly 
upon  this  part  of  the  day’s  work,  especial- 
ly as  they  were  often  delayed  at  school 
until  after  dark.  As  the  building  was  not 
furnished  with  means  for  lighting,  the 
deficiency  was  supplied  by  a tallow  can- 
dle and  a discarded  inkstand.  I have 
in  my  possession  such  a luminary  as  a 
forcible  reminder  of  those  days  of  “Straw- 
berries and  Cream.”  Upon  the  death 
of  Dr.  Gardner  the  school-board  discon- 
tinued these  luxuries 

Great  rivalry  existed  for  the  head 
place,  because  the  boy  who  succeeded  in 
reaching  the  place  of  head-scholar  was 
monitor  for  the  ensuing  month,  and  en- 
joyed special  privileges  sitting  on  the 
platform  with  the  teacher. 

In  recitation  credits  were  allowed  for 
“corrections.”  These  were  given  to  the 
pupil  who  first  gave  the  correct  answer 
to  a question  that  had  been  answered  in- 
correctly. These  corrections  had  a cer- 
tain value  in  the  day’s  record,  and  the 
effort  to  win  kept  the  class  on  the  alert 
during  recitation.  A member  of  one  of 
my  earliest  classes — now  a well  known 
Boston  lawyer — was  so  very  alert  that  in 
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the  monthly  seating  according  to  the 
record  of  the  previous  month,  he  was  al- 
ways found  in  the  back  row  near  the 
head.  Being  the  smallest  boy  of  his  class, 
he  was  placed  at  disadvantage  in  the 
matter  of  corrections,  as  his  taller  mates 
hid  him  from  the  view  of  the  master; 
but  young  hopeful  was  not  thus  easily 
baffled ; he  was  often  found  mounted  on 
the  back  of  his  chair  in  order  to  catch 
the  teacher’s  attention.  It  is  no  more 
than  fair  to  say  that  he  received 
his  share  of  recognition.  The  same  a- 
lertness  has  made  him  a successful  law- 
yer. 
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I could  fill  many  pages  with  interest- 
ing incidents  in  my  early  experience  in 
the  Latin  school,  but  these  few  must 
suffice.  I can  not  close  this  sketch, 
however,  without  saying  that  I count 
myself  fortunate  to  have  played  a 
modest  part  in  moulding  the  character 
of  the  splendid  men  sent  out  from  this 
old  school  to  do  the  world’s  work. 
No  longer  connected  with  its  activities, 
I enjoy  the  delightful  retrospect  and  a 
constantly  increasing  pleasure,  like  the 
philosopher  of  old,  “as  I think  of  these 
things.” 


A LETTER  FROM  CHARLES  D.  DALY 


Eagle  Pass,  Texas, 

Dec.  27,  1913. 

Dear  Mr.  Stanwood — 

Your  letter  of  December  6,  1913, 
reached  me  a few  days  ago  but  I have 
been  on  the  train  much  of  the  time,  and 
have  delayed  auswering. 

I would  be  glad  to  contribute  to  The 
Register  in  the  manner  you  ask  if  I 
could  give  anything  worth  while.  I found 
the  Latin  School  Course  hard  work  and 
have  grown  to  value  it  mainly  on  that 
account.  There  were,  and  I know  there 
are  only,  the  highest  standards  and  it  kept 
anyone  with  a leaning  for  athletics  going 
hard . 

However,  boys  with  a bent  for  athletics 
and  out-of-door  life  should  not  regret  it. 
If  in  addition,  they  are  fond  of  military 
drill,  there  is  a problem  for  both  parents 
and  boys  greater  than  those  of  Caesar  or 
Virgil.  The  run  of  our  parents  and  boys 
in  Boston  do  not  realize  the  opportunities 
in  our  out-of-door  life,  particularly  in 
those  branches  of  the  government  service 


wfich  have  to  do  with  it.  Boys  with  a 
liking  for  an  out-of-door  life  of  action 
should  be  turned  toward  it.  The  Army 
and  Navy7  as  well  as  other  service  of  out- 
of-door  character  is  open  to  them.  It 
has  been  my  observ  ation  that  few  boys 
who  steadfastly  have  tried  for  appoint- 
ments in  the  Army  or  Navy'  have  failed. 

Particularly  boys  with  a turn  for 
military  duty  should  be  encouraged.  The 
great  instruction  camps  recently  or- 
ganized by  the  government  for  college  men, 
offer  youngsters  a great  chance  to  get  in  in- 
timate contact  with  military  conditions. 
Those  who  do  not  want  to  take  up  a 
military  profession  can  in  these  camps, 
sow  the  seed  of  national  preparedness, 
and  vitalize  our  military'  policies  as  well 
as  enjoy'  every  moment  in  the 
camp.  Boys  fond  of  the  out-of-doors 
and  athletics  should  look  to  it  well  that 
they  head  right  in  the  career  they  choose. 

I hope  y'ou  will  use  this  idea. 

Very  sincerely', 

Charles  D.  Daly 
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REMINISCENCES  OF 
JOHN  K.  RICHARDSON 


According  to  promise  I subjoin  a few 
of  my  reminiscences  associated  with  the 
Latin  School.  1 first  came  in  touch 
with  it  on  Oct.  8,  1861.  At  that  date 
the  Latin  School  house  stood  on  Bed- 
ford St.  My  regiment,  the  22d  Mass., 
marched  past  it  en  route  from  the  Com- 
mon, to  entrain  for  Washington  at  the 
old  Albany  Station,  which  at  that  time 
stood  on  Beach  St.  opposite  the  United 
States  Hotel.  The  renovvned  Dr. 
Gardner,  the  then  Principal,  had  given 
the  pupils  a recess,  to  see  us  go  by. 
The  boys  clung  to  the  fence  which 
skirted  the  school  yard,  as  thick  as  a 
swarm  of  bees,  all  eyes  and  ears  to  see 
and  hear  everything,  and,  if  my  impres- 
sion is  not  at  fault,  they  maintained  a 
silence  and  decorum,  which  I have  since 
often  longed  for  and  not  obtained  even 
in  the  class  room.  I little  thought  then 
that  I should  ever  be  a teacher  in  the 
famous  old  school  and  much  less  that  I 
should  ever  regale  the  boys  with  per- 
sonal experiences  of  battle-scenes,  as  I 
have  on  several  Memorial  days  during 
their  later  years. 

Coming  East  from  a year  of  school 
work  in  Cincinnati  in  the  summer  of 
1877,  I became  the  successful  candidate 
for  a vacancy  in  the  Latin  School,  and 
so  it  came  about  that,  when  the  fall 
term  of  that  year  opened,  I was  installed 
as  a teacher  of  Class  V.  in  the  front 
room  of  the  second  story  on  the  Latin 
School  side  (the  left  as  you  faced  it 
from  the  Street)  of  the  old  Bedford  St. 
building. 

I did  not  find  myself  in  a bed  of  roses 


that  year,  especially  during  the  first 
weeks.  Not  a suggestion  of  any  sort 
was  made  to  me  as  to  what  I was  ex- 
pected to  do,  or  how.  In  common  par- 
lance, I knew  nothing  of  the  ropes  of 
the  ship,  and  steered  my  course 
without  chart  or  compass,  merely  know- 
ing that  these  boys  were  going  to 
college  and  came  here  to  be  fitted  for 
that  end,  but  there  was  no  correlating 
of  my  efforts  with  those  of  others  and 
no  “team-work” 

The  Monday  morning  after  my  first 
full  week,  one  of  the  junior  teachers 
came  into  my  room  and  said  “The  Head 
Master  would  like  your  approbation  list 
for  last  week.”  Now  I had  no  more 
idea  what  an  “approbation  list”  was 
than  did  the  King  of  Kamchatka.  So 
all  the  machinery  of  my  work  (I  was 
hearing  a recitation)  had  to  be  stopped, 
while  I took  a lesson  on  the  object  and 
conditions  of  an  “approbation.” 

In  those  days  all  the  boys  of  every 
room  were  seated  according  to  rank.  At 
the  beginning  of  every  month  there  was 
a grand  hubbub  in  all  the  rooms,  as 
the  boys  changed  seats  by  the  new 
assignment.  Now  I innocently  supposed 
that  if  the  ratings  ran  A.  85,  B.  80,  C.  80, 
D.  75,  then  A’s  grade  was  1,  B’s  & C’s, 
2,  D’s  3;  whereas  the  true  grading  made 
D's  4,  since  there  were  three  above  him. 
This  worked  havoc  with  the  ratings.  Mr. 
(afterwards  Dr.)  Merrill  came  into  my 
room  and,  looking  over  the  reports  at 
the  end  of  the  first  month,  discovered 
that  a certain  boy  notorious  for  his 
disorder  stood  No.  12  in  conduct  (we 
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ranked  deportment  as  well  as  studies) 
and  commended  him  for  his  “improve- 
ment!” The  rascal  had  been  my  bete 
noir  for  the  whole  month,  and  I would 
willingly  have  flogged  him  a dozen  times. 
He  really  stood  36,  at  the  foot  of  the 
class. 

The  memories  of  Dr.  Gardner  were 
still  fresh  in  the  school,  and  the  boys  of 
the  upper  classes  who  had  entered 
during  his  last  years,  told  me  some  of 
his  sayings  and  doings.  One  of  them 
boasted  that  he  had  received  twenty-two 
censures  in  one  year.  Some  one  of  the 
teachers  would  give  him  a censure,  and 
then  he  took  it,  as  he  said,  to  Dr. 
Gardner,  and  the  Doctor  would  good- 
naturedly  remove  it . I wondered , if 
this  were  true,  what  sort  of  free  and 
easy  discipline  the  Doctor  had  main- 
tained. 

In  those  days  the  Latin  School,  with 
eight  grades  in  its  longer  course,  num- 
bered in  the  neighborhood  of  425,  and 
the  English  High  (which  then  as  now 
was  housed  under  the  same  roof  with  us) 
considerably  more,  but  only  the  major 
portion  of  these  pupils  were  in  the  main 
building;  it  vvas  so  small  that  both 
schools  had  overflow  rooms  elsewEere. 

The  removal  of  the  school  from  Bed- 
ford St.  became  at  last  an  imperative 
necessity.  Not  only  had  the  school 
outgrown  the  building,  but  the  street, 
originally  a quiet  one,  had  been  drawn 
into  the  vortex  of  the  expanding  busi- 
ness of  the  city  and  had  become  so 
noisy  that  it  interfered  greatly  with 
recitation  wrork. 

The  transferrence  of  the  school  to 
the  present  edifice  in  1880  was  an  occa- 
sion of  great  interest  to  both  teach- 
ers and  pupils.  It  was  known  to  be 
the  largest  public  school  building  in  the 
world  at  the  time,  fully  up  to  date,  and 


equipped  with  everything  the  Latin 
School  needed,  and  more.  It  is  a 
striking  commentary  on  the  rate  at 
which  we  are  living  in  these  days,  that 
the  great  Warren  Avenue  structure,  like 
the  Bedford  St.  one,  in  comparatively 
fewr  years  has  been  left  behind  by  the 
growth  ol  the  school  so  that  it  is  inad- 
equate both  in  size  and  in  outfit 
Although  at  first  the  Latin  School 
(especially  when  the  reduction  of  the 
longer  course  to  six  grades  left  us  only 
330  boys)  almost  rattled  round  in  the 
building,  leaving  room  after  room  un- 
occupied, now  the  classes  have  to  be 
squeezed  to  get  into  their  quarters  at 
all,  and  methods  of  instruction  in  some 
departments  have  so  changed  that  an 
addition  has  been  needed  to  make  the 
structure  even  passable  for  present 
requirements,  and  the  sensible  sugges- 
tion now  is,  ‘‘Give  up  the  whole  build- 
ing to  the  English  High,  and  rear  a 
new  edifice  for  the  Latin  School,  else- 
where.” It  begins  to  look  as  if  Latin 
School  traditions  would  soon  cease  to 
gather  around  the  fifth  school  home, 
and  commence  to  cluster  about  a sixth. 
As  I look  back  over  my  thirty-six  years 
of  service  in  the  dear  old  school,  thronging 
memories  come  trooping  out  of  the 
past,— -touching  memories  of  dear  as- 
sociates now  passed  on ; fond  memories 
of  faithful  pupils  now  in  active  life  and 
doing  yeoman’s  service  for  the  right; 
pathetic  memories  of  boys  who  failed  to 
make  good ; comic  memories  of  boyish 
pranks  and  blunders;  and  memories  not 
altogether  pleasant  of  deeds  prompted 
by  youthful  bravado.  And  yet  overall 
‘‘hope  springs  triumphant,”  and  I 
cherish  the  comforting  belief  that  even 
these  last  mentioned  pupils  have  gone 
forth,  at  least  most  of  them,  to  battle 
for  truth  and  honor.  I am  like  a teach- 
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er-friend  cf  mine  who  tells  us,  in 
poetic  strain,  how  he  fell  one  day  into 
a slumber  in  his  school-room  and  saw 
his  thoughtless  and  even  unruly  boys  of 
former  years,  now  man-grown,  as 
legislators,  clergymen , authors,  and 
what  not,  fighting  the  battles  of  law 


and  order.  He  woke  from  his  dream, 
locked  the  school  room  door, 

'“And,  walking  home,  his  heart  was  full 
Of  peace  and  trust  and  love  and  praise ; 
And,  singing  slow  and  soft  and  low, 

He  murmered  ‘After  many  days.’  ” 


REMINISCENCES  1861 — 65 
By  WM.  GALLAGHER 

Pupil,  1801 — 65.  Teacher,  1877 — 85. 


I entered  the  Latin  School  in  the  Fall 
of  1861 — a grammar  school  graduate — 
and  was  assigned  to  the  out-of-course 
class,  taught  by  Albert  Palmer,  after- 
wards Mayor  of  Boston.  In  those 
days  there  was  no  departmental  teach- 
ing. 

Each  teacher  instructed  his  class  in 
all  subjects,  and  so  it  happened  that 
in  my  four  years  I had  only  three 
teachers,  for  Albert  Palmer  became  teach- 
er of  the  third  class  in  my  second  year, 
Dr.  Edward  H,  Magill — afterwards 
President  of  Swarthmore  College  — had 
the  second  class,  and  Dr.  Francis 
Gardner  the  first  class. 

This  was  exactly  the  middle  of  the 
period  (1844-81)  when  the  school  was 
located  on  Bedford  St. 

During  my  first  year  the  rooms  were 
so  crowded  that  I had  a seat  in  the 
hall  and  went  out  for  recitation.1"  In 
1862  a story  was  added  to  the  building, 
and  two  classes  of  us  occupied  rooms 
on  Washington  St.,  opposite  Jordan 
and  Marsh’s  two  stories  above  Oliver 
Ditson’s  music  store. 

The  school  had  at  that  time  less  than 
one  third  the  number  of  teachers  and 
pupils  it  has  today  — 252  pupils  and  7 
teachers.  Dr.  Dimock,  afterwards 


Head  Master  of  Adams  Academy  in 
Quincy,  Dr.  Merrill  from  1877,  Head 
Master  of  the  Latin  School,  Mr.  Capen, 
and  Mr.  Hale,  who  died  early,  were  the 
other  teachers. 

The  curriculum  was  very  largely 
classical,  French  being  the  only  modern 
study  that  received  reasonable  attention. 
There  was  no  physics,  no  English  liter- 
ature, a mere  smattering  of  English, 
a slight,  bowing  acquaintance  with 
geometry,  which  necessitated  beginning 
anew  in  college,  and  as  much  algebra 
as  is  now  given  in  one  year  of  a High 
School. 

But  in  the  first  year  our  class  com- 
mitted Andrews  and  Stoddard’s  Latin 
Grammar  to  memory  from  beginning  to 
end  (except  Prosody),  read  the  whole 
of  Andrew’s  Latin  Reader,  and  seven 
books  of  Caesar,  parsing  every  word 
according  to  the  parsing  card,  which 
I’ve  not  seen  for  a generation  or  more. 

The  second  year  we  committed  the 
Prosody  of  the  Grammar,  and  read 
twelve  books  of  Ovid’s  Metamorphoses; 
in  the  second  class  the  Eclogues  and 
twelve  books  of  the  Aeneid,  and  in  the 
first  class  Folsom’s  Cicero  in  full,  and 
four  books  of  the  Geologies.  The  Cicero 
and  Virgil  had  very  meager  notes  and 
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were  absolutely  innocent  of  vocabulary. 
In  the  second  year  of  Greek  we  read 
seven  books  of  the  Anabasis. 

Baird’s  Classical  Manual  with  its 
dates  and  historical  facts  was  committed 
to  memory  page  by  page,  and  all  places 
were  located  on  the  map.  It  was  a 
dry  tasteless,  uninspiring  drill,  seldom 
enlivened  by  any  ray  of  imagination, 
but  it  developed  rapidity,  accuracy,  ap- 
plication, concentration,  the  power  to 
do  hard  work,  for  which  I have  always 
been  profoundly  grateful,  but  which 
I have  found  it  almost  impossible  to 
develop  in  classes  for  the  last  thirty 
years.  It  realized  Huxley’s  later  defi- 
nition of  education — “to  accustom 
myself  to  do  the  thing  I know  I ought 
to  do,  at  the  time  when  I know  I ought 
to  do  it,  and  whether  I feel  like  doing 
it  or  not.” 

We  have  to  remember  of  course  that 
we  had  more  time  at  school  in  those 
days.  School  kept  till  (wo  on  Saturday, 
as  on  other  days,  and  the  word  “week- 
end” was  absolutely  unknown  in  our 
vocabulary.  Christmas  Day  and  New 
Year's  Day  were  holidays,  but  no  time 
between.  In  1864  the  closing  exercises 
were  held  July  16  instead  of  June  18 
as  in  1913. 

But  on  the  other  hand  the  added 
requirements — Geometry,  History,  Phys- 
ics, additional  French  and  Algebra, 
sight  translation  from  Latin  aand  Greek, 
absolutely  beyond  our  wildest  imagina- 
tions in  those  days, — -accompanied  with 
the  continual  shortening  of  the  school 
year,  have  greatly  increased  the  burden 
of  college  preparation  today,  and  have 
driven  us  to  the  alternative  of  consider- 
ing the  boys  of  the  present  generation 
much  abler  and  wiser  than  those  of  a 
previous  generation,  or  of  recognizing 
the  increased  efficiency  of  the  teach- 


ing of  this  day.  The  absence  of  a 
thousand  social,  athletic  and  theat- 
rical, attractions  will  explain  much, 
and  the  fact  that  going  to  school  rather  . 
than  keeping  run  of  various  depart- 
ments of  the  universe  was  regarded  by 
the  community  as  the  main  pursuit  ex- 
pected of  boys  in  those  days. 

Declamation,  which  was^hoary  with 
age  when  I entered  the  school,  and 
which  still  thrives  with  the  vigor  of 
perennial  youth,  I've  always  regarded 
as  one  of  the  most  helpful  features 
of  my  school  life.  Pres.  Eliot  has  re- 
cently borne  testimony  to  its  value  in 
his  years  of  training,  and  it  did 
give  us  an  intimate  and  thoughtful 
acquaintance  with  many  of  the  great 
speeches  of  the  past,  and  enabled  us  to 
store  away  many  literary  gems,  which 
have  opened  the  door  to  “fresh  woods 
and  pastures  new.” 

The  distinctly  new  feature  introduced 
in  my  school-days  was  the  military 
drill,  which  became  a part  of  the 
curriculum,  in  the  academic  year  1863- 
4.  The  battalion  was  composed  of  six 
companies,  two  from  our  school,  four 
from  the  English  High.  Our  equip- 
ment would  seem  very  slender  to  the 
officers  of  to-day’s  regiment.  The  same 
cap  and  blouse  served  officers  and 
men  alike,  the  only  difference  being 
that  the  very  plain  shoulder-straps 
indicating  rank  were  sewed  into  the 
shoulder  of  the  blouse. 

We  were  marked  as  rigidly  in  mili- 
tary drill  as  in  other  studies.  I can 
recall  that  in  old  Boylston  Hall  a teacher 
was  stationed  at  each  corner,  and  when 
we  wheeled,  if  a pupil  failed  to  carry 
out  the  injunction  “Touch  toward  the 
pivot,  look  toward  the  marching  flank.” 
his  work  was  lowered  exactly  as  if  he 
had  used  the  wrong  accent  in  Greek, 
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or  had  forgotten  an  exception  in  Latin 
prosody. 

As  the  smallest  lad  in  the  companies 
I was  made  “marker,”  and  with  the 
little  blue  flag  on  my  gun  marched  in 
the  rear  of  the  leading  company,  the 
first  of  a long  line  of  markers.  We  had 
no  prize  drills,  parades,  or  officers’ 
balls  in  those  primitive  days,  but  we 
were  called  upon  to  do  escort  duty  for 
the  City  Government  on  the  Fourth 
of  July,  1864,  and  that  same  spring 
on  Boston  Common  we  were  paraded 
before  the  officers  and  men  of  the  Rus- 
sian fleet  under  Admiral  Lesoffsky.  I 
recall  an  amusing  incident  of  that  day. 
In  our  senior  class  was  the  son  of  Dr. 
Ruschenberger  of  the  U.  S.  Navy,  who 
was  stationed  at  Charlestown.  As  we 
stood  at  rest  on  the  parade  ground  a 
shout  of  laughter  arose  from  the  first 
Company,  which  led  Dr.  Gardner  to 
come  rushing  like  Cyrus  before  the 
battle  of  Cunaxa  to  learn  the  meaning 
of  the  “confusion  passing  through  the 
ranks.”  “I  was  merely  remarking  to  the 
boys”  said  the  captain  “that  we  were 
just  as  good  as  those  fellows  on  the  hill, 
as  we  had  a Russian  bugger  in  our  lines." 

While  our  studies  lay  in  the  midst 
of  the  ancient  world,  the  air  for  those 
four  years  was  surcharged  with  the 
keenest  interest  in  the  events  of  the  day. 
Dr.  Gardner,  our  Head  Master,  was  a 
classmate  of  Wendell  Phillips,  thorough- 
ly imbued  with  his  anti-slavery  con- 
victions, and  profoundly  alive  to  his 
opportunity  to  preach  patriotism.  The 
only  modern  article  I can  recall  in  the 
Bedford  St.  Hall  with  its  wealth  of 
busts,  photographs,  cork  models,  and 
coins  was  a John  Browm  pike  from 
Harper’s  Ferry.  Now  and  then  a for- 
mer pupil  in  blue  would  appear  at  the 
door — perhaps  with  a sleeveless  coat — - 


perhaps  limping — , and  after  he  and 
Dr.  Gardner  had  had  their  chat  and  the 
soldier  had  gone,  we  would  have  a short 
story  of  his  school  life  and  his  army 
experiences  from  the  Doctor,  and  “Plut- 
arch’s Lives”  in  modern  dresslived  again. 

Company  D of  the  12th  Mass,  had  a 
Latin  School  boy — N.  B.  Shurtleft,  Jr., 
for  its  captain.  (His  father  was  chair- 
man of  our  High  School  Committee.) 
We  raised  money  for  a flag  and  a 
standard  for  them,  and  kepi  them 
supplied  through  the  war  with  various 
necessities.  I feel  sure  that  all  our 
boyish  exuberance  and  youthful  activ- 
ities were  tempered  with  the  seriousness 
of  the  times  in  which  we  lived  and  by 
the  constant  reminders  these  interests 
brought  us,  and  in  them  all  Dr.  Gardner 
was  a potent  force  in  interpreting  events 
and  driving  their  meaning  home. 

He  belonged  to  the  older  order  of 
masters — rough,  honest,  domineering, 
wilful,  persuasive,  with  a tender  heart 
under  his  brusque  exterior,  unflinchingly 
devoted  to  his  work  and  his  boys. 
He  had  many  homely  phrases  and  apt 
illustrations  at  his  command. 

The  one  that  is  indelibly  burned  into 
the  minds  of  all  the  pupils  of  that 
generation  is  “Which  horn  will  you  take? 
You  had  been  detected  in  some  misdeed. 
Quick  as  a flash  two  fingers,  forming  the 
letter  V,  would  be  thrust  out  at  you 
with  the  stentorian  accompaniment: 
“Which  horn  will  you  take?’  Don’t 
you  know  any  better?  Or  don’t  you 
care?”  If  you  chose  the  former,  you 
might  be  scorched  with  the  lashing  ol 
his  tongue.  If  you  chose  the  latter,  you 
might  be  trounced. 

Judge  Grant  at  our  1879  dinner  em- 
balmed his  memory  in  this  connection. 
“He  has  gone,  our  old  master,  to  rest 
in  the  skies, 
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And  bad  boys  can  no  more  ‘pull  wool 
o’er  his  eyes.’ 

What  sport  to  have  heard  him  acknowl- 
edge the  corn . 

When  Gabriel  whispered  ‘Well,  Gardner, 
which  horn?’ 

A quotation  from  one  of  Erasmus’s 
letters  will  sum  up  the  object  of  his  life. 


"Recte  instituendis  pueris  et  in  lucem 
edendis  veterum  scriptis  paulatim  evan- 
escet  irreligiosa  religio  et  illiteratae 
literae.” 

Teach  young  boys  carefully  and  pub- 
lis  hthe  writings  of  the  ancients,  and 
irreligious  religion  and  unlearned  liter- 
ature will  pass  away  in  due  time. 


RANDOM  MEMORIES  OF  A LATIN 
SCHOOL  BOY  OF  THIRTY  YEARS  AGO 


When  I learned  the  authorship  of 
the  verses  read  at  the  Latin  School 
Alumni  dinner  of  a few  weeks  ago,  my 
thoughls  went  back  to  the  year  after 
our  present  building  received  us.  For 
it  was  the  author  of  those  verses  that 
sold  me  my  first  bicycle.  The  word 
does  not  call  to  the  mind  of  the  boys  of 
to-day  the  structure  of  which  I became 
the  delighted  possessor — at  a price,  I 
well  remember,  that  caused  me  weeks 
of  frenzied  finance.  This  was  in  the 
early  days  of  the  machine;  and  the  bicy- 
cle I bought  was  one  of  those  homicidal 
constructions,  nearly  six  feet  high,  with 
an  enormous  fore  wheel  trailed  by  a tiny- 
rear  one.  The  rider  bestrode  a small 
saddle  perched  on  the  apex  of  the  mon- 
ster; if,  as  often  happened,  contact  with 
a stone  shifted  the  passenger’s  centre 
of  gravity  three  inches  forward,  he  was 
shot  to  earth.  All  that  stood  between 
him  and  sudden  death  at  such  a moment 
was  a rugged  constitution  and  well 
articulated  cervical  vertebrae.  A grace- 
ful leap  would  have  relieved  the  situa- 
tion: but  I still  recall,  as  particularly 
irritating,  how  the  handle-bars  always 
embraced  one’s  legs  and  clung  to  them; 
and  the  final  artistic  touch,  as  the  small 


wheel  circled  the  large  one  and  made  the 
performance  complete  by  smiting  the 
prostrate  victim  on  the  back  of  the  head. 
Life  lost  some  of  its  adventurousness 
when  the  modern  bicycle  appeared. 

At  the  baseball  games  one  voice  is 
never  raised  against  the  umpire.  That 
voice  is  mine.  For  I have  held  the 
indicator, — just  once.  No  one  appeared 
to  wish  the  performance  repeated,  and  I 
am  sure  I did  not.  The  team  went  to 
Quincy  to  play;  no  one  was  there  to 
umpire;  tempted,  even  urged,  I fell. 
In  five  innings,  with  intentions  of  the 
most  blameless,  I had  managed  to  rouse 
the  home  crowd  to  murderous  fury, 
and  had  also  contrived  to  forfeit  the 
regard  of  all  my  own  side.  Some  people 
should  never,  never,  umpire.  At  length 
the  murmurs  from  the  mob  rose  to  loud 
threats  of  immediate  assault:  the  situa- 
tion was  growing  acute.  Needless  to 
say  the  umpiring  was  not  improving. 

Just  then  a ray  of  light  shot  across 
my  blackened  heaven:  a champion  ap- 
peared. Our  manager  was  John  F. 
Fitzgerald,  known  to  us  by  a much 
shorter  title.  Forth  fared  he  then,  all 
knightly:  he  explained  to  the  wrathful 
host  what  was  indeed  quite  reasonable, 
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that  an  umpire  should  be  kept  intact 
till  the  game  was  ended;  that  the  dis- 
memberment should  really  be  post- 
poned. He  added  for  me  a defiance 
that  I fear  I w as  past  making  for  myself ; 
and  with  that  sweeping  right  arm  ges- 
ture that  I have  so  often  seen  on  our 
stage  he  added,  “And  I’ll  be  with  him!” 
Nothing  worse  than  an  atmosphere 
charged  with  scorn  struck  us  as  we 
made  for  the  train,  the  team  whipped 
and  the  umpire  a shattered  wreck.  It 
was  a loyal  stroke,  was  Fitzy’s,  and  made 
not  without  peril;  I record  it  with  a 
warm  memory. 

Other  loyal  friends  I recall  among 
my  classmates.  There  was  Harry  Turn- 
er, across  the  continent  now,  w ho  strove 
for  credits  with  truceless  war  but  with 
nice  honor.  One  year  we  had  a close 
run  for  the  Modern  Prize,  he  and  I, 
and  we  had  kept  rigid  check  on  our 
marks.  When  it  wras  announced  that 
Harry  was  the  winner,  his  eyes  met  mine 
with  a quick  look  of  dissent  that  I can 
yet  see.  At  the  first  free  moment  he 
dragged  me  to  the  magisterial  desk 
and  said  he  believed  there  was  a mis- 
take. I believed  so  too,  but  the  code 
seemed  to  prevent  my  saying  so.  A 
mistake  there  was:  and  my  antagonist 
searched  the  figures  till  he  found  it. 
Everyone  has  long  forgotten  the  prize 
and  who  won  it ; the  honor  of  the  loser  is 
fragrant  memory. 

We  are  told  that  nothing  is  ever  lost 
from  the  sum  of  human  knowledge. 
I hope  that  is  so;  but  it  is  true  that  for 
some  bright  weeks  two  of  us  knew  some- 
thing that  I fear  nobody  will  ever  know 
again.  There  are  twro  lines  in  Scott’s 
Lady  of  the  Lake  that  I could  never 
fathom.  They  haunted  and  daunted 
and  possessed  me  till  madness  threat- 
ened. So  I sought  the  aid  of  Dr.  Groce, 
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then  as  now  in  charge  of  the  school’s 
English  destinies.  He  instantly  gave 
me  a perfect  explanation,  an  explana- 
tion so  clear  and  satisfying  that  the 
days  grew  bright  and  there  were  again 
birds  in  the  sky.  Alas!  Reading  the 
poem  later,  I could  not  interpret  the 
two  lines.  1 hastened  to  consult  the 
oracle;  this  time  I would  imprison  the 
fleeting  splendor  in  a diagram.  But  the 
perfect  explanation  had  gone  from  my 
mentor  too;  gone,  as  it  proved,  never 
to  return.  We  shall  not  find  it  here, 
that  perfect  interpretation;  youth’s  im- 
patience is  past,  and  I am  resigned  now 
to  wait  for  the  clearer  vision  of  the 
asphodel  meadows  to  grasp  again  that 
understanding  that  once  was  ours. 

The  fields  of  asphodel ! How  did  he 
who  taught  us  oui  so  little  Greek  yet 
give  us  glimpses  of  the  lovely  thought 
held  captive  in  the  alien  words?  How 
could  he  touch  our  young  barbarian 
souls  to  reflect  some  ray  of  its  beauty? 
Yet  it  is  the  kindness  of  a wordless 
reproof  that  comes  to  me  first,  as  I 
think  back  to  him,  now  free  in  the  wider 
stretches.  Some  one  had  passed  me  a 
most  entrancing  book  in  the  study- 
hour.  So,  dense  ostrich  that  the  boy 
will  ever  be,  I laid  it  on  my  desk  be- 
hind my  Homer  held  most  unnaturally 
upright,  and  fed  on  forbidden  fruit. 
Of  course  my  blind  was  transparent : soon 
I grew  disturbed  and  looked  up.  Yes, 
his  eyes  were  on  me  and  his  head  was 
gently  signing  that  all  was  not  right. 
Just  a coincidence,  of  course;  who  could 
fathom  my  composed  and  brazen  guile! 
But  the  charm  of  the  hidden  page  was 
gone,  something  kept  urging  me  to  look 
up.  Again  that  insistent,  gentle  shake; 
it  would  not  do;  warmfaced  l surren- 
dered, and  laid  away  the  tempter.  That 
was  all.  I wonder  why  that  perfect 
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rebuke  comes  back  to  me  in  all  its  force 
after  thirty  years? 

Just  after  an  examination,  one  of  my 
classmates  dropped  into  the  Register 
sanctum  and  announced  that  he  had 
conceived  great  respect  for  a verse  in 
the  Psalms.  We  knew  that  he  had 
suffered  heavily  in  the  examination; 
we  did  not  then  know  the  reason.  We 
guessed  it  when  we  looked  up  Psalms 
XXXIII.,  17. 

Mention  of  the  Register  sanctum 
reminds  me  that  on  one  occasion  I 
laboriously  concocted  for  the  funny 
column  a bit  of  macaronic  verse,  one 
of  those  things  part  English  and  part 
Latin,  by  some  considered  funny.  This 
one  was  no  doubt  sufficiently  dreary: 
I thought  it  richly  humorous.  So  proud 
was  I of  its  delicate  aroma  that  when 
I was  summoned  to  follow  our  proof  to 
the  office,  where  Dr.  Merrill,  sternest 
and  kindest  of  Headmasters,  was  in- 
specting, as  usual,  our  copy  before  it 
went  to  press,  I half  expected  to  find 
him  bursting  with  glee  over  my  joke. 
He  wasn’t.  Blithely  I rounded  the 
office  door,  a proud  and  joyous  creature 
then  stopped,  a frozen  thing.  With 
awful  frown  the  Presence  thundered: 
“Who  did  this?”  I tottered  near  and 
looked,  and  lo!  the  accusing  finger 
pointed  at  my  darling  jest.  I was 
beyond  temporizing,  and  confessed. 
“What  do  you  mean  by  it?”  crashed  next 
to  my  reeling  brain.  Could  question 
be  more  cruel?  It  appeared  that  one 
of  my  Latin  verbs  was  susceptible  of  a 
translation  other  than  the  one  I had 
intended;  that  this  other  meaning  was 
in  fact  the  commoner  one;  read  in  this 
sense,  my  unhappy  verse  took  on  a 
meaning  most  shady  and  improper. 
When  the  interview  was  ended  I was 
too  glad  to  escape  alive  to  grieve  that 


my  joke  must  die. 

In  an  evil  moment  I looked  up  from 
my  book  one  day  in  the  study  period, 
and  my  gaze  was  fascinated.  Before 
me  a boy  older  than  myself  was  making 
alluring  motions  with  an  open  razor. 
So  skillfully  he  held  it  in  head  barber 
pose;  so  deftly  drew  it  back  and  forth, 
stropping  it  on  imaginary  leather;  so 
gently,  at  just  the  critical  angle,  when 
the  Eye  was  elsewhere,  passed  it  down 
his  cheek.  And  then  he  would  look  at 
me. 

Read  the  little  story  of  the  turkey 
claw  in  our  Erench  grammar.  Couture 
and  m37  classmate  and  their  like  give 
the  world  its  financiers,  born  with  the 
art  to  make  their  wares  coveted  b>T  us 
others,  the  lambs  predestined  for  the 
shearing. 

Soon  I yearned  for  that  razor  with 
wild  desire.  I had  never  had  a razor; 
there  were  excellent  physical  reasons  why 
I had  no  need  of  one,  though  careful 
search  had  led  me  to  think  otherwise. 
But  I had  looked  on  this  shining  thing 
to  desire  it,  and  it  must  be  mine.  I 
lost  no  time  opening  negotiations.  That 
was  before  the  days  of  the  high  cost  of 
living;  inquiry  proved  that  ten  cents 
would  effect  the  purchase.  I do  not 
remember  how  I financed  the  deal ; I 
started  for  home  that  afternoon  with 
the  razor  in  its  case  in  my  side  pocket, 
where  I could  touch  it  often.  I must 
have  put  my  hand  into  that  pocket  to 
fondle  m>T  treasure  some  hundreds  of 
times,  crossing  the  Dover  St.  Bridge 
and  getting  to  South  Boston.  This 
would  have  given  me  a more  unmixed 
joy  if  the  end  had  not  been  out  of  the 
case,  so  that  the  razor,  slipping  out  and 
half  opening,  would  sometimes  present 
its  edge  to  my  eager  fingers.  Once  at 
home,  I refused  food  and  fled  to  my 
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den.  There  in  secret,  with  no  lather 
but  Nature’s,  I speedily  entered  on  the 
most  painful,  most  blissful,  and  probably 
most  perilous,  shave  of  my  life.  Only 
when  I made  for  a mirror  to  gloat  on  my 
achievement  did  I realize  how  vain 
had  been  all  the  secrecy.  That  mangled 
visage  was  a war  map,  open  for  all  to 
read. 

I must  not  take  room  to  tell  in  detail 
how  one  of  a crowd  of  “muckers”  threw 
a frozen  lemon  one  morning  at  a group 
of  brilliant  officers;  which  lowly  missile, 
striking  a braided  captain  on  the  back 
of  the  head,  provoked  a Homeric  con- 
test that  made  a good  many  of  us  late 
without  valid  excuse.  Nor  yet  to  sing 
that  thrilling  leap  that  one  of  our  teach- 
ers, clean-limbed  athlete  that  he  was, 
made  from  a second  story  window  in 
the  Bedford  St.  building  to  catch  a 
fugitive  sinner.  He  caught  him. 

The  boys  of  those  days  now  have 
boys  in  college.  The  Register  has 
grown  from  our  modest  four  pages  into 
a magazine.  I remember  that  the 
profits  of  our  year  were  just  thirty-one 
dollars;  ihere  were  thirty-one  members 
of  the  class,  so  we  of  the  slaff  pleased 


ourselves  by  preparing  a surprise  for  our 
room.  On  the  last  day  of  school  each 
desk  was  decorated  early  in  the  morn- 
ing with  a silver  dollar.  We  were 
popular  that  day. 

I he  boys  of  that  class  are  scattered 
across  the  land.  One  good  friend  is  no 
farther  away  from  me  than  next  door; 
another  is  on  the  Pacific  shore.  The 
boy  that  sold  me  the  razor  is,  of  course, 
a wealthy  merchant.  Our  artist,  a 
merry,  handsome  boy,  sleeps  in  the 
Atlantic.  No  eye  of  man  saw  where  he 
plunged  to  his  death,  for  love  of  those 
he  could  not  save.  Some  of  us  will 
always  keep  his  funny  little  cartoons 
of  our  class. 

* * * * 

Those  days  grow  distant,  and  so 
imperceptibly.  The  compiler  of  these 
trivial  memories,  talking  with  a little 
group  not  along  ago,  chanced  to  express 
his  regret  that  the  older  men  are  leav- 
ing us.  “Why,”  said  one  to  him,  laugh- 
ing, “You  fellows  are  the  older  men  now.’ 
He  answered  the  laugh  with  a wry 
smile;  reflecting,  he  could  not  escape 
the  feeling  that  the  joke  was  somehow 
on  him.  W.  P.  H.,  '84. 


A LOYAL  CLASS 


The  Latin  School  class  of  ’85  surely 
is  one  of  the  most  loyal,  if  not  the  most 
loyal,  to  the  School.  Its  members  have 
gathered  together  annually  for  twenty- 
nine  years  to  renew  class  friendships 
and  school  patriotism.  It  has  issued 
a class-book  of  about  a hundred  pages, 
detailing  the  history  of  the  members  of 
the  class,  going  so  far  as  to  give  the 
names  of  the  children,  and  also  printing 
copies  of  old-time  programs,  approbation 
cards,  censure  cards,  school-rosters,  prize 


lists,  etc. 

All  who  know  about  this  class  friend- 
liness think  it  almost  unparalled.  The 
members  say  it  is  largely  due  to  Mr. 
Fred  W.  Faxon,  their  secretary,  who 
has  engineered  the  annual  gathering, 
but  something,  surely,  is  due  to  the 
members  themselves,  so  quick  to  respond 
when  he  leads. 

They  go  through  the  forms  of  electing 
annually  an  orator  and  a poet,  and  some- 
times get  something  from  one  or  both 
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but  they  always  get  a good  time.  Some- 
times they  invite  their  old  teachers — 
whom  they  do  not  now  look  upon  as 
ogres, — and  the  teachers  report  much 
happiness  in  accepting  the  invitation. 
They  always  praise  and  honor  the 
school. 

Surely  they  set  a good  example  for 
other  classes.  Their  last  reunion  was  at 


Young’s  Hotel  on  January  8th.  A fine 
hall-clock  was  given  to  Mr.  Faxon,  the 
Secretary,  with  great  warmth  of  feeling 
for  his  friendly  work.  Mr.  J.  W.  Chadwick 
and  Dr.  Byron  Groce  were  the  honored 
guests.  Some  of  the  class  date  back  to 
1877  the  time  of  the  old  eight-year  course, 
later  changed  to  one  of  six  years. 


EXTRACT  FROM  POEM 

By  Judge  Robert  Gr\.nt,  B.  L.  S.’  69 


Though  not  a parrot  or  a mocking  bird, 

I learned  the  Latin  Grammar  word  for 
word . 

Open  the  page  and  start  me  at  the  top ; 

I could  continue  until  bid  to  stop, 
And  shall  remember  till  the  day  I die 
The  ablatives  with  either  c or  i. 
Appalling  lists  still  aggravate  my  brain 
Familiar  as  a nursery  refrain, 

Which  ne’er  have  been,  so  far  as  I can  see, 
Helpful  to  others  or  of  use  to  me. 

Let  us  accept  the  bitter  with  the  sweet; 
Continuous  eulogy  is  indiscreet. 

Our  master  knew  the  ancient  way  to 
teach. 

Forgive  me,  guardians  of  my  infant 
speech ! 

Not  even  he  whose  love  of  learning 
shone 

Pure  as  the  springs  that  rill  from  Helicon, 


He  of  the  rugged  frame  and  furrowed  brow 
And  heart  of  oak,  as  e’en  his  foes  allow, 

A stern  impressive  figure  claiming  kin 
In  nature  with  the  souls’  who  ushered  in 
New  England  history, — not  even  he 
Forbore  to  satiate  my  memory 
With  rules  of  grammar  it  could  ne’er  di- 
gest, 

Of  very  little  value  at  the  best. 
Committees  made  the  system,  God  the 
man. 

Peace  to  his  dust.  No  criticism  can 
Impair  his  greatness,  which  will  live  se- 
cure 

While  pedagogues  prevail  and  boys  en- 
dure. 

Still  rings  his  theory  hoarsely  from  the 
grave : 

“Which  horn  of  the  dilemma,  fool  01- 
knave?” 
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THE  REUNION 

On  Monday  evening  December  15,  1913, 
the  Alumni  of  the  Boston  Latin  School 
held  their  first  general  reunion  and  ban- 
quet, at  the  Somerset.  About  a month 
previous,  circulars  had  been  published, 
which  certainly  called  out  the  desired 
attendance,  although  their  English  and 
general  arrangement  was  somewhat  uni- 
que. About  three  hundred  and  seven- 
ty-five were  present,  all  of  whom  had 
at  some  time  been  connected  with  the 
school,  although  not  all  were  graduates. 
Business  dress  was  worn  by  request,  and 
all  were  animated  with  the  spirit  of  good- 
fellowship  prevalent  among  Latin  School 
men.  After  overcoats  and  hats  had 
been  left  in  the  coat  room,  the  tickets 
were  obtained,  which  bore  the  name 
of  the  holder  clearly  printed  across  one 
end.  These  were  pinned  to  the  coats 
of  all,  and  greatly  facilitated  sociability. 
Many  a former  graduate,  who  was  not 
quite  sure  whether  or  not  to  hail  the 
gentleman  before  him  as  his  old  time 
friend,  was  decided  by  this  thought- 
fully provided  arrangement. 

The  corridor  of  the  hotel  presented  a 
cheerful  scene,  crowded  with  men  of 
all  ages,  from  the  present  members  of 
the  school,  who  besought  their  teachers 
to  be  merciful  on  the  morrow,  to  the  old 
gentlemen,  some  of  whom  had  taught 
when  our  teachers  themselves  were  fresh- 
men. Presently  the  receiving  line;  Mr. 
Pennypacker,  President  Emeritus  Char- 
les W.  Eliot,  Mr.  Joseph  W.  Chadwick, 
Dr.  Charles  M.  Green,  Mr.  John  K. 
Richardson,  and  Mr.  Grenville  H.  Nor- 
cross,  took  its  position  in  the  reception 
room.  The  members  of  the  committee, 
distinguished  by  the  white  badges  of 
their  office,  introduced  all  who  so  desired, 
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AND  BANQUET 

which  number  included  most  of  those 
present,  and  the  evening  was  fairly  start- 
ed. 

While  the  long  line  filed  through  the 
reception  room,  it  was  now  and  then 
broken,  when  somebody  perceived  a for- 
mer chum  standing  near  by,  and  sprang 
forward  with  outstretched  hand  and 
glad  words  of  greeting.  In  the  hall 
outside,  old  friends  hailed  one  another, 
and  new  friends  were  made  under  the 
common  bond  of  one  Alma  Mater. 

At  length,  when  the  throng  in  the 
reception  room  showed  the  first  sign  of 
decreasing,  the  chairman  of  the  com- 
mittee in  charge,  Mr.  Moir,  ordered  the 
doors  of  the  banquet  hall  thrown  open, 
first  to  the  older  men  and  then  to  the 
others. 

It  was  indeed  an  inviting  prospect. 
The  hall,  brilliant  with  light,  was  backed 
on  the  side  opposite  the  entrance  by  a 
platform  bearing  tables,  at  which  were 
seated  the  speakers  and  other  guests  of 
honor.  Among  these  were  Mr.  John  F. 
Casey,  Head  Master  of  the  English 
High  School,  Mr.  Joseph  W.  Chadwick, 
Mr.  John  K.  Richardson,  Dr.  William 
J.  Gallivan,  Mr.  Henry  M.  Rogers, 
President  Emeritus  Charles  W.  Eliot, 
Mr.  George  R.  Nutter,  toast  master, 
Dr.  William  Gallagher,  Mr.  Pennypack- 
er, Dr.  Charles  M.  Green,  Mr.  Grenville 
H.  Norcross,  Hon.  Charles  H.  Slattery, 
and  Dr.  Byron  Groce. 

The  tables  below  the  platform  were 
marked  by  placards  bearing  the  nu- 
merals of  the  classes  to  which  they  were 
assigned,  and  soon  all  had  found  their 
places.  Besides  the  placards,  there  were 
other  documents  of  interest  at  each 
plate.  First,  there  was  a ballot,  on 
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which  each  diner  was  requested  to 
express  his  opinion  as  tolhe  time,  place 
and  manner  of  future  reunions.  The 
Register  was  represented  by  an  announce- 
ment of  this  number,  combined  with 
subscription  blanks.  The  menu  was 
more  than  a program  of  gustatory  delight 
It  was  a historical  document  of  great 
interest,  for  it  contained  the  three  fine 
etchings  contributed  by  the  courtesy  of 
the  Association  to  this  number,  of  the 
first,  the  third,  and  the  fourth  houses 
that  have  been  the  home  of  the  Boston 
Latin  School.  On  other  pages  were  the 
menu  and  the  order  of  speakers.  While 
the  first  course  was  being  served,  the 
assembly,  at  the  request  of  the  toast- 
master, Mr.  George  R.  Nutter,  B. 
L.  S.  ’81,  joined  in  the  first  song 
from  the  song-book  that  was  at  each 
plate,  and  it  was  soon  clear  that  “it’s 
always  fair  weather,  when  good  fellows 
get  together.”  The  cheering  was  all  that 
was  needed  to  break  the  ice.  Song  fol- 
lowed song;  cheer  followed  cheer;  course 
followed  course.  Mr.  Nutter  rose,  and 
in  a short  speech  offered  a banner,  which 
had  been  provided  as  a prize  to  the  class 
that  should  have  most  members  present. 
This  was  won  by  the  Class  of  1904, 
which  was  represented  by  twenty-two 
members.  This  class  was  conspicuous 
throughout  the  evening  for  its  vigorous 
and  well-organized  cheering. 

All  things,  particularly  those  to  eat, 
have  an  end,  but  other  pleasures  were 
in  store.  These  were  reached  when 
Toast-Master  Nutter  introduced  the 
fiist  speaker,  Charles  W.  Eliot,  Pres- 
ident Emeritus  of  Harvard  College 
and  President  of  the  Latin  school  Asso- 
ciation. All  present  stood  and  cheered. 

President  Eliot  said  later  in  his  speech 
that  he  won  the  prize  in  public  declama- 
tion when  he  was  at  the  age  of  thirteen, 


having  for  his  subject  the  selection  be- 
ginning. “ I do  not  rise  to  fawn  or  cringe 
to  this  house.”  Although  this  must 
have  sounded  formidable  when  delivered 
by  one  of  that  age,  there  were  those 
present  who  held  the  opinion  that 
President  Eliot  had  carried  that  prin- 
ciple with  him  throughout  his  later  life. 
He  was  a member  of  the  first  class  to 
graduate  from  the  then  new  Bedford 
Street  schoolhouse  in  1849.  A very 
interesting  bit  of  information  was  his 
illustration  of  the  strong  position  the 
school  formerly  held  with  Harvard 
College,  by  reason  of  the  dignity  attached 
to  its  seniority.  The  Harvard  entrance 
examinations  fell  upon  the  same  day 
as  the  exercises  of  the  Latin  School. 
The  college,  not  the  school,  yielded,  and 
appointed  a special  day  for  the  exam- 
ination of  candidates  from  the  Latin 
School.  As  did  the  majority  of  speak- 
ers, President  Eliot  regretted  the  re- 
stricted course  the  school  required  in 
his  day,  and  was  greatly  pleased  at  the 
introduction  and  fostering  of  modern 
studies.  He  laid  particular  emphasis  on 
the  value  of  studies  that  train  the  eye, 
the  ear,  and  the  hand,  and  made  favor- 
able mention  of  the  Boy  Scouts.  The 
closing  reference  was  to  Emerson’s  pre- 
cept of  the  acquisition  of  Morals  through 
manual  labor.  He  closed  amid  pro- 
longed applause. 

Mr.  Nutter  here  read  a letter  from 
Mayor  John  F.  Fitzgerald,  B.  L.  S.,’84, 
who  was  unable  to  attend  because  of 
illness.  The  Mayor’s  name  was  cheered 
with  almost  as  much  enthusiasm  as  he 
would  have  been,  had  he  himself  been 
present. 

The  next  speaker,  Mr.  Henry  M. 
Rogers  B.  L.  S.,  ’58,  delivered  an  ad- 
dress brilliant  with  humor,  yet  vibrant 
and  compelling  in  the  earnestness  of  its 
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deep  consideration  of  present  day  prob- 
lems. While  Mr.  Rogers  was  favorably 
impressed  by  the  tendency  towards 
democracy  both  in  the  school  and 
country,  he  forcibly  defined  the  point 
where  liberty  and  license  diverge.  He 
declared  that  to-day  is  the  greatest  day 
the  world  has  known.  To-day  has  all 
the  wisdom,  all  the  achievements,  all  the 
failures  of  the  ages,  back  of  it.  It  is,  he 
said,  both  the  oldest  day  and  the  young- 
est. His  words  to  those  who  have  but 
recently  come  to  our  shores  were  deeply 
impressive.  ‘‘You  must  pay  what  we 
paid,  obedience  to  the  law.”  The  ban- 
ners boasting  such  sentiments  as  “No 
God  ! No  Master !”  Mr.  Rogers  pointed 
out  as  violations  of  the  principles  on 
which  our  country  is  founded.  The 
Latin  School  has  thus  far  been  a leader 
on  the  right  way,  as  was  the  case  when 
she  sent  her  boys  to  the  Civil  War  to  fight 
for  the  Union.  Mr.  Rogers  said  much 
more,  which  we  have  not  the  space  to 
print  here,  and  what  he  said  sank  deep 
into  the  minds  of  his  hearers.  There 
was  more  in  that  address  than  would 
appear  to  one  who  merely  read  the 
words.  There  was  admonition  that 
will  be  remembered  by  some  of  the  boys 
of  this  school  forever. 

President  Eliot,  Mr.  John  K.  Rich- 
ardson, Mr.  Rogers  and  Mr. Chadwick  left 
the  hall  at  different  periods  during  this 
stage  of  the  banquet.  They  were  given 
farewell  cheers  by  those  to  whose  enjoy- 
ment their  presence  had  so  greatly 
contributed. 

Dr.  William  Gallagher,  B.  L.  S.  ’65, 
formerly  a Master  in  the  Latin 
School,  and  now  Principal  of  Thay- 
er Academy  at  South  Braintree, 
next  kept  the  elder  of  his  hearers  in  ex- 
plosions of  laughter  at  his  vivid  por- 
trayal of  former  days.  He  surely  learned 


his  Latin  Grammar,  for  after  these 
fifty  years  he  can  rattle  off  lists  of  verb 
forms,  rules,  exceptions  to  the  rules, 
and  exceptions  to  the  exceptions,  at 
astonishing  length,  without  the  slightest 
sign  of  fatigue  on  shortage  of  supply. 
His  story  of  the  method  of  teaching  the 
“height  of  Roman  History,”  as  measured 
in  the  distance  above  sea-level  the 
Forum  and  various  columns  are  situat- 
ed, must  have  been  illuminating  to  our 
department  of  History.  An  especially 
characteristic  touch  was  the  story  of  the 
schoolmaster’s  watch.  It  seems  to  have 
been  rather  unreliable,  and  to  have 
needed  adjustment  each  hour.  A boy 
burst  into  laughter  at  one  time,  and  on 
being  questioned,  declared  that  his 
mirth  was  occasioned  by  the  watch. 
He  was  admonished,  that  if  he,  like  the 
watch,  should  be  right  even  once  an 
hour,  it  would  be  very  agreeable  to  his 
instructors. 

Dr.  Byron  Groce  read  an  anonymous 
poem,  sent  from  Chicago  by  a Latin 
School  man  and  printed  at  the  first  of 
this  issue;  it  was  received  with  great 
favor.  He  then  remarked  on  the  “P.  S.” 
of  the  circulars  announcing  the  banquet, 
which  warned  against  letting  the  paper 
fall  into  his  hands  for  fear  lest  it  should 
be  marked  “E”  for  its  English.  Dr. 
Groce  declared  that  there  were  other 
letters  in  the  alphabet  than  “E,”  notably 
“F.”  However,  he  said  that  after  due 
deliberation  he  had  decided,  on  account  of 
its  effectiveness  in  making  the  reunion 
so  remarkably  successful,  to  mark  the 
effort  “A  + .”  With  this  he  was 
seated,  and  all  applauded  both  his 
words  and  his  liberality.  Those  mem- 
bers of  the  Class  ol  1914  who  were 
present,  fervently  hoped  that  the  latter 
would  extend  through  the  English  re- 
citation on  the  following  day. 
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Congressman  William  F.  Murray  de- 
livered a forceful  speech  that  went  straight 
to  the  point.  His  remarks  were  opti- 
mistic. He  considers  that  the  oppor- 
tunities of  to-day  are  better  appreciated 
than  those  of  former  times  have  been. 
An  expert  knowledge  of  government  is 
felt  to  be  more  necessary  than  ever.  The 
twentieth  century  is  yet  young  and  has 
started  under  favorable  auspices.  As 
he  reached  the  close  of  his  address,  he 
offered  in  behalf  of  his  Class,  that  of 
1 !)()(),  a silver  cup  to  be  presented  to 
whatever  class  should  be  represented 
by  the  most  members  at  the  next  re- 
union. The  cup  may  be  held  by  that 
class,  until  the  next  succeeding  reunion, 
when,  if  it  is  again  won  by  the  same 
class,  it  becomes  their  permanent  prop- 
erly. This  announcement  was  of  the 
keenest  interest  to  all,  and  Mr.  Murray 
was  warmly  applauded. 

Mr.  Penny  packer,  our  present  Head- 
Master,  spoke  last.  He  called  attention 
to  the  changes  in  the  curriculum,  from 
a course  in  which  the  Classics  were  com- 
pulsory, to  the  admission,  a number  of 
years  ago,  of  a choice  between  French 
and  Creek  in  the  graduating  class.  At 
the  beginning  of  this  term,  tor  the  first 
time,  it  was  possible  for  a member  of  the 
third  class  to  elect  German  instead  of 
Greek.  It  is  now  so  arranged  that  a 
boy  may  pass  through  the  school  with- 
out opening  a Greek  text  book.  How- 
ever, thus  far  the  classical  course  has 
been  the  most  popular  among  the  pupils, 
and  is  strongly  favored  by  the  faculty. 
Mr.  Penny  packer  called  attention  to 
the  notable  gift  presented  to  him  in 
behalf  of  the  school  by  President  Eliot, 
earlier  in  the  evening.  It  is  the  oldest 
document  of  its  kind  now  in  the  school’s 
possession,  being  a valedictory  address, 
written  in  Latin  by  Andrew  Eliot,  an 


ancestor  of  President  Eliot,  in  1733. 
The  Latin  School,  while  active  in  ath- 
letics, believes,  as  does  President  Eliot,  in 
the  importance  of  training  the  body, 
and  is  also  in  the  front  rank  as  regards 
scholarship,  winning  three  out  of  the 
four  final  honors  awarded  by  Harvard. 
All  Latin  School  men  will  be  strongly 
interested  in  the  possible  possession  of 
a new  school  house,  separate  from  the 
English  High.  As  Mr.  Pennypacker 
said  “We  have  not  always  been  a 
Siamese  twin.”  and  while  our  relations 
with  our  sister  school  have  always  been 
of  a most  cordial  nature,  we  would  ven 
much  appreciate  a home  of  our  own, 
and  we  rejoice  in  the  growth  of  Eng- 
lish High,  which  makes  the  possible 
taking  of  our  present  building  for  her 
use  conceivable. 

Mr.  Nutter  in  his  own  remarks  had 
attributed  the  success  of  the  Latin 
School  to  the  energy  and  worth  of  the 
Head  Masters,  pointing  out  that  the 
most  famous  had  entered  upon  their 
careers  as  Head  Masters  at  the  begin- 
nings of  their  respective  centuries. 
Therefore  he  said,  that  he  merely  pointed 
out  Mr.  Pennypacker  as  being  in  the 
line  apparently  adopted  by  fame. 

Mr.  Pennypacker  in  closing  spoke  of 
‘‘the  genius  of  the  place”  and  of  the  en- 
deavor of  Latin  Schoolmen  towards  the 
highest  things  of  life.  “While  we  look 
not  at  the  things  which  are  seen,  but  at 
the  things  which  are  not  seen:  for  the 
things  which  are  seen  are  temporal;  but 
the  things  which  are  not  seen  areeternal." 

Mr.  Pennypacker  was  cheered.  The 
School  was  again  cheered,  and  all  rose 
tojoin  in  singing  “Auld  Lang  Syne.”  As 
the  music  ceased,  the  assembly  broke 
up  quietly,  and  each  went  his  way  with 
even  stronger  love  than  ever  for  his 
Alma  Mater.  E.  G.  S.,  T4 


MAJOR  HENRY  L.  HIGGINSON,  B.  L.  S.  ’51 


Congressman  WILLIAM  F.  MURRAY,  B.  L.  S.  ’00 


I..U  xcel.ot — Turn  up  on  your  right,  hand  at  the  next  turning , but,  at  the  next  turning  of  all , on  your 
left;  marry , at  the  very  next  turning,  turn  of  no  hand,  but  turn  down  indirectly  to  the  Jem's  house. 

Merchant  on  Venice, 
Act  II.,  Scene  1 1, 


By  R.  S.  B.  14 
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THE  NEW  PHYSICS  LABORATORY 


^Undoubtedly  among  the  memories, 
pleasant  and  unpleasant,  of  many  of  our 
alumni  is  that  of  the  Physics  course  in 
this  school.  No  one  picture  relative  to 
this  course  probably  stands  out  more 
prominently  in  their  minds  than  the 
rooms  in  which  it  was  conducted.  Two 
ordinary  recitation  rooms.  Nos,  19  and 
20,  were  used  for  the  purpose,  one  as  a 
lecture  room  and  the  other  as  a labora- 
tory. The  so-called  “laboratory”  dif- 
fered from  the  other  room  only  in  that 
instead  of  the  customary  desks  and 
chairs,  there  were  three  long  tables. 
A sink  with  two  faucets  was  also  in- 
stalled. 

It  is  natural  that  we  did  not  boast 
much  of  this  room,  but  it  is  just  as  nat- 
ural that  we  give  publicity  to  our  new 
laboratory,  since  it  is  one  of  the  most 
modern  and  best  equipped  physical  lab- 
oratories in  the  city.  The  authorities 
kindly  arranged  many  details  about  the 
room  in  accordance  with  the  suggestions 
of  Mr.  Rice,  in  charge  of  the  Science 
Department.  Its  many  large  windows 
furnish  sufficient  light  even  on  the  dark- 
est of  days  for  its  spacious  area  of  1600 
square  feet.  Instead  of  the  three  old 
tables — which,  by  the  way,  have  been 
rightly  transferred  to  the  lunchroom  — 
there  are  now  ten  modern  laboratory 
tables,  each  one  equipped  with  gas  and 
electricity.  A switchboard  enables  the 


instructor  to  send  either  the  direct  cur- 
rent, or  the  Edison  storage  battery  cur- 
rent in  various  combinations  to  every 
table.  Besides  the  tables  there  is  a 
wallshelf  around  three  sides  of  the  room 
provided  with  gas,  electricity,  and  com- 
pressed air,  and  distributed  along  the 
shell  are  eleven  sinks.  In  another  por- 
tion of  the  room  are  twenty-four  chairs 
with  arms  for  note-taking. 

Connected  with  the  laboratory  is  the 
lecture  room,  which  is  slightly  larger 
than  the  old  one.  At  the  front  of  the 
room  is  the  instructor’s  demonstration 
table  with  a large  sink.  This  table, 
also,  is  equipped  with  gas,  electricity, 
and  compressed  air.  The  room  is  pro- 
vided with  darkening  facilities  for  projec- 
tion purposes,  and  the  lantern  slides  are 
both  instructive  and  entertaining.  The 
machine  may  also  be  used  for  opaque 
projections. 

There  are  two  separate  apparatus 
rooms,  each  provided  with  modern  cases 
and  sliding  ladder.  One  of  these  rooms 
also  provides  a very  satisfactory  office 
for  the  Science  Department.  Last,  but 
not  least,  there  is  a commodious  and 
well  lighted  workshop  with  workbenches 
and  cases  for  tools. 

The  Class  of  1914  is  the  first  to 
study  under  these  improved  conditions. 


H.  D.  T4 
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SELF-GOVERMENT  IN  SCHOOLS 


‘ ‘Social  co-operation  is  fundamental 
to  effective  teaching  at  school,”  says  Mr. 
Paul  Monroe,  in  his  “Cyclopaedia  of 
Education.”  This  is  the  very  corner 
stone  of  the  movement  that  has  been 
going  on  for  the  last  quarter  century  in 
the  school  systems  of  America,  common- 
ly known  as  ‘‘Student’s  Self  Govern- 
ment.” 

The  experiment  of  the  student  body 
of  educational  institutions  electing  its 
own  executives  for  the  purpose  of  reg- 
ulating discipline  and  developing  the 
‘‘Educative  Opportunity”  in  discipline 
is  in  reality  an  outgrowth  of  a realistic 
method  of  teaching  Civics.  After  dis- 
carding the  unwieldy  machinery  of  State 
introduced  for  the  theoretical  knowledge 
of  government,  we  have  the  essence  of 
perfect  school  training,  viz:  self  reliance 
and  experience  in  coping  with  real  social 
situations.  These,  then,  are  the  rea- 
sons for  the  movement. 

As  to  the  extent  to  which  it  has  been 
taken  up,  about  one-fourth  of  the  Amer- 
ican Colleges,  largely  those  of  the 
Western  and  Southern  States,  have  em- 
braced the  system,  and  innumerable 
elementary  and  secondary  schools.  Honoi 
systems  at  examinations  are  used  in 
Colleges,  representative  regulations  of 
discipline  in  secondary  schools,  city 
government  is  established  in  elementary 
grades,  and  home  sociality  encouraged  in 
the  Kindergarten  and  Primary  classes. 

The  Boston  Latin  School  has  adopted 
this  experiment  in  view  of  making  it 
permanent  and  univer  al  in  the  school 
Many  of  the  rooms  have  enthusiasti- 
cally greeted  the  proposition.  The 
constitutions  of  the  different  rooms  vary 


in  detail,  but  the  following  is  a repre- 
sentative organization:  President,  Vice- 
president,  Secretary,  and  Council  of 
three  or  four  members.  The  President, 
the  Vice-president  and  the  Secretary 
usually  are  elected  for  the  year,  and  a 
system  is  evolved  whereby  every  member 
of  the  Class  serves  on  the  council  at 
some  time  during  the  term  These 
officers  preside  over  the  council  meet- 
ings held  each  week  for  the  careful 
consideration  of  sirch  cases  as  have 
been  referred  to  them  for  action.  In 
the  case  of  discipline  recommended 
by  a master,  the  defendant  has  the 
right  to  appear  with  witnesses,  and 
after  hearing  both  sides  a vote  of  the 
council  is  taken  and,  if  necessary, 
suitable  punishment  is  determined  upon. 
The  decisions  of  this  Board,  however, 
are  of  course,  subject  to  the  veto  of  the 
master. 

With  a local  government  of  this  kind 
firmly  established  in  every  room  and 
supervised  by  a student  board,  to  which 
cases  of  a nature  pertaining  to  the 
school  at  large  may  be  referred,  the 
students  of  the  Boston  Latin  School 
could  indeed  survey  their  institution 
with  pride  that  its  excellence  is  their 
excellence,  and  its  glories  their  glories; 
for  there  should  be  nothing  more  firmly 
emphasized  in  this  scheme  than  the 
necessity  for  personal  responsibility. 
With  each  part  having  the  welfare  of 
the  whole  strictly  in  mind,  there  can  be 
no  vestige  of  doubt  as  to  the  sure  suc- 
cess of  this  movement,  which  doubtless 
will  eventually  envelope  the  entire 
educational  world. 
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Phrenologist: — What  bump  shows  a 
tendency  toward  activity  in  the  study 
of  Greek? 

Pupil: — Yes,  I guess  I know  it.  That’s 
where  one  of  the  fellows  hit  me  with 

a Xenophon. 

* * * * 

Pupil: — Are  all  the  planets  known? 
Teacher: — Well,  if  any  are  known  to  be 

unknown,  who  knows  that? 

* * * * 

In  the  Primary  School. 
English  Teacher: — Now,  children,  you 
should  not  imitate  others,  but  should 
write  your  own  thoughts.  Now  let 
each  one  write  just  what  he  has  in 
him. 

Pupil  (writing): — In  me  there  is  my 
stummick,  liver,  lungs,  heart,  two 

pares,  a soda,  and  my  bekfust. 

* * * * 

Peter  (just  landed): — I wish  to  buy  a 

cake  of  soap. 

Salesman: — Ah,  yes.  Will  you  have  it 
scented? 

Peter: — No,  I vill  take  it  vid  me. 

* * * * 

Fond  Parent:— How  does  it  happen,  son, 
that  your  marks  have  gone  down  so? 
Resourceful  Son: — Well,  Pa,  it’s  the 
teacher’s  fault.  You  see,  he  moved 
the  boy  that  sat  next  to  me. 


Wise  Pupil:  — I got  a hundred  in  school 
this  morning. 

Delighted  Parent:-AIi,  here’s  a nickel. 

In  what  study  did  you  get  it? 

Wise  Pupil  (gauging  the  distance  to 
the  door): — Fifty  in  French  and  fifty 
in  History. 

* * * * 

Teacher: — What  is  a quadrilateral? 
Pupil: — A triangle  with  all  four  sides 
equal. 

* * * * 

One  of  the  ladies  in  the  lunchroom 
wants  to  know  why  the  little  pieces  of 
chocolate  are  so  much  more  popular  than 
the  big  ones. 

Perhaps  if  she  could  see  some  of  the 
miniature  battles  that  take  place  with 
real  tinfoil  bullets  she  would  know  the 
reason. 

* * * * 

First  Friend: — Oh!  yes,  I just  dote  on 
France. 

Second  Friend: — What  did  you  enjoy 
most  there? 

First  Friend: — Well,  I think  that  it  was 
the  French  pheasants  singing  the 

mayonnaise. 

* * * * 

A patient  was  going  to  be  operated 
on  for  appendicitis.  Two  surgeons 
were  talking  over  his  case.  One  said 
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‘‘Don’t  you  think  it  would  be  better  to 
wait  until  the  patient  gets  stronger 
before  we  operate  upon  him.-'” 

Before  the  other  could  reply  the 
patient  cried  out,  ‘‘You  fix  me  now; 

do  you  take  me  for  a cheese?” 

* * * * 

John: — I’ve  got  a pet  rooster  at  home 
now. 

Bill: — Have  you?  What’s  his  name? 
John: — Robinson  Crusoe. 

Bill: — What  did  you  name  him  that  for? 

John: — Because  he  Crusoe. 

* * * * 

It  was  the  custom  at  one  of  the  public 
schools  for  the  teacher  to  leave  written 
on  the  blackboard  any  instructions  he 
desired  the  janitor  to  receive. 

One  morning  he  saw  written,  “Find 
the  greatest  common  divisor.” 

“Hello,”  he  exclaimed,  “if  that  blamed 


thing  ain’t  gone  and  got  lost  again. 

* * * * 

Declaimer: — Strike,  strike,  strike — 

Voice  from  the  rear: — Yer  out!  Next 

batter  up. 

* * * * 

Teacher  (taking  knife,  pencil,  pen,  and 
money  from  pupil  who  was  playing 
with  them) : — Some  of  you  boys  are 
taking  liberties. 

Pupil  (aside) : — That’s  nothing  to  what 
you’re  taking.  You’re  taking  every- 
thing we  have. 

* * * * 

Latin  Teacher: — Was  there  anyone  in 
the  class  who  was’nt  troubled  by  the 
last  sentence? 

Pupil:-  I was’nt. 

Latin  Teacher:  -Then  you  may  trans- 
late it. 

Pupil: — I did’nt  get  so  far. 
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The  Register  wishes  to  say  that 
several  articles  that  were  promised 
by  Alumni  have  not  been  published  in 
this  number.  It  must  be  borne  in 
mind  that  the  gentlemen  of  whom  we 
requested  contributions  are  for  the  most 
part  very  thoroughly  occupied.  It  is 
therefore  surprising,  not  that  some  were 
unable  to  comply  with  our  request,  but 
that  so  few  were  prevented  from  so 
doing.  We  are  very  sorry,  indeed,  that 
we  cannot  have  the  pleasure  of  includ- 
ing the  work  of  Major  Henry  Lee  Hig- 
ginson,  Edwin  Hale  Abbot,  and  others, 
but  all  who  know  the  gentlemen  men- 
tioned, will  realize  the  pressure  of  affairs 
upon  them,  and  readih  understand  that 
the  omission  is  neither  their  fault  nor 
ours;  that  it  is  common  misfor- 
tune ot  The  Register  and  those  who 
will  miss  the  enjoyment  their  writings 
would  surely  have  added. 

* * * * 

I he  Latin  School  Association  wishes 
tostatethat  the  etchings  mentioned  in  our 
editorial  as  coming  from  it,  were  in  the 
first  place  procured  by  Mr.  George 
Perkins,  77,  at  his  own  expense,  for 
the  menu  of  the  reunion  dinner,  and  were 
later  given  by  him  to  the  Association. 

* * * * 

On  Thursday,  December  11,  1913.  the 
Graduating  ( lass  appointed  the  follow- 
ing to  serve  on  its  various  committees: 

Ox  the  ('lass  Day  Committee: 
George  ( . Demeter,  Chairman:  Fred 
( . Gilpatrick,  Jr.,  Jacob  Blum,  Ed- 


ward M.  Sullivan,  William  F.  Kirk- 
wood. I he  Class  President  and  Secre- 
tary, John  J.  Madden,  Jr.,  and  Eldon  G. 
Stanwood,  are  also  members  of  this 
committee  by  virtue  of  their  offices. 

On  the  Dance  Committee;  Gardner 
Dunton,  Chairman;  Abraham  M.  Sonna- 
bend,  John  A.  Kiggen  Jr.,  Raymond'!'. 
Cahill,  John  R.  Campbell,  Jr. 

On  the  Photograph  Committee: 
Henry  Wise,  Chairman,  Julius  I.  Berns 
M orris  Rosenberg. 

On  the  Pin  Committee:  Charles  S. 
Fitzgerald,  Chairman;  Horace  M.  Chad- 
sex,  Joseph  H.  Dolson. 

* * * * 

I he  ( lass  Day  committee  predicts 
that  this  year’s  celebration,  to  take 
place  on  Thursday,  April  23,  will  be 
the  finest  ever  witnessed  in  this  school. 

I reparations  to  make  the  dav  a memo- 
rable one  are  well  under  way.  There 
will  be  added  to  the  regular  program, 
two  new  exercises,  which,  it  is  expected, 
will  contribute  greatly  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  the  event. 

The  conditions  which  must  be  ob- 
served in  submitting  written  exercises 
should  be  carefully  noted  by  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Graduating  Class.  To  each 
exercise  must  be  signed  a fictitious  name, 
and  moreover  to  each  must  be  at- 
tached a sealed  envelope  containing  the 
true  name  of  the  author.  All  written 
exercises  must  lie  in  the  hands  of  George 
( . Demeter,  of  Room  13,  on  or  before 
I hursday,  March  5. 
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jg  An  extract  from  the  biography  of  S.  S. 
McClure,  as  printed  in  the  December 
number  of  Me  Claire's  Magazine,  may 
prove  of  interest  to  some  who  have 
doubted  the  value  of  Greek. 

“Four  fifths  of  the  students  at  Knox 
then  took  the  old  fashioned  classical 
course,  in  which  Greek  was  obligatory. 
This  course  still  seems  to  me  the  sound- 
est preparation  a young  man  can  have, 
and  1 still  feel  that  Greek  was  the  most 
important  of  my  studies.  During  the 
years  that  he  reads  and  studies  Greek 
a boy  gets  certain  standards  that  he 
uses  all  the  rest  of  his  life,  long  after  he 
has  forgotten  grammar  and  vocabulary. 
I enjoyed  Greek  and  mathematics  more 
than  any  other  subjects  I took  at 
college,  and  Homer  more  than  anything 
else  we  read  in  Greek.  After  I began 
Homer,  1 used  always  to  give  four 
hours  to  the  preparation  of  the  next 
day’s  lesson,  my  best  study  hours,  too  - 
from  six  to  ten  in  the  evening. 

The  above  does  not  come  from  a 
schoolmaster,  or  from  one  who  might 
well  be  considered  as  prejudiced  in  the 
matter.  It.  comes  from  a man  who  has 
worked  his  way  from  the  status  of  an 
uneducated  immigrant  boy  to  that  of  one 
of  the  world’s  highest  intellectual  and 

financial  successes. 

* * * * 

It  may  be  of  interest  lo  the  graduates 
of  the  school  to  learn  that  during  the 
past  year  a large  annex,  costing  nearly 
$100,000^has  been  erected.  The  struc- 
ture is  of  the  same  material  as  that  of 
the  older  portion  of  the  school,  brick  and 
granite,  but  the  architecture  is  a trifle 
more  elaborate,  as  is  evinced  in  the  great 
columns  supporting  the  heavy  entab- 
lature on  the  Dartmouth  Street  end.  On 
this  entablature  are  engraved  the  names 
of  great  men,  not,  as  some  have  inti- 


mated, Alumni,  but  nevertheless  great. 

The  first  floor  is  occupied  by  supply 
rooms  and  offices  not  connected  with 
the  school.  On  the  second  are  the 
various  rooms  of  the  Science  depart- 
ment which  are  fully  described  in  a 
preceding  article.  On  the  third  floor 
are  two  large  study  halls,  which  repre- 
sent a new  departure  in  the  method  of 
conducting  study  hours  here.  One 
room;  larger  than  the  other  and  with  a 
raised  platform  for  the  masters  which 
is  to  all  purposes  a stage,  seats  about 
250.  The  smaller  room  will  accommo- 
date about  125.  Several  classes  may 
study  together  under  the  charge  of  a 
single  master,  which  permits  greater 
convenience  to  the  teaching  force,  giving 
each  master  certain  periods  during  which 
he  can  work  without  the  care  of  a class. 
These  halls  prove  of  great  value  to  the 
student  body  for  the  purpose  of  holding 
mass  meetings,  and  for  the  councils  of  the 
various  athletic  teams. 

* * * * 

The  school  was  fortunate  in  having 
Prof.  Charles  Hanford  Henderson  of 
Chicago  University,  to  address  them 
Monday  morning  January  5,  at  the 
close  of  the  usual  devotional  exercises 
in  the  assembly  hall.  He  spoke  at 
length  on  the  subject  of  clean  living  and 
general  well  being,  giving  much  good 
advice  as  to  how  such  may  be  best 
attained.  His  audience  listened  with 
great  attention  and  appreciation.  These 
addresses  are  given  each  year  by  order 
of  the  School  Committee. 

-h  "h  "l* 

We  are  all  glad  to  see  Mr.  Stone  with 
us  again  after  his  illness,  and  hope  that 
his  health  in  the  future  will  be  as  well 
established  as  is  his  place  in  the  regard 
of  his  friends. 
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George  F.  Roughan,  Harvard  1904, 
who  for  a time  attended  this  school, 
died  recently  at  his  home,  60  Pond  St., 
Jamaica  Plain.  He  was  a member  of 
the  Boston  Athletic  Association,  the 
Harvard  Club  of  Boston,  and  the  Com- 
monwealth Golf  Club. 

H* 

Professor  Benjamin  Osgood  Pierce  of 
Harvard  who  died  January  14,  1914, 
was  a Junior  Master  in  the  Boston 

Latin  School  for  the  year  1880-81. 

-i-  -h  "h 

In  the  Hall  January  14,  1914,  Mrs. 
Edwin  D.  Mead  spoke  on  “Some 

Common  Fallacies  of  Peace  and  W ar.” 
The  school  listened  attentively  and,  let 

us  hope,  with  profit. 

*1* 

The  halftone  cuts  of  Major  Henry 
Lee  Higginson,  Congressman  Murray, 
and  President  Charles  W.  Eliot  were 
originally  intended  to  accompany  ar- 

ticles by  the  same  gentlemen.  Although 
we  cannot  have  the  pleasure  of  includ- 
ing their  compositions,  nevertheless,  we 
print  their  pictures,  as  it  may  be  of 
interest  to  the  Alumni  to  see  some 

reminder  of  their  distinguished  brethren. 
* * * * 

A clipping  from  the  Boston  Trans- 


cript states  that  “Joseph  P.  Kennedy, 
son  of  Patrick  J.  Kennedy  of  East 
Boston,  has  been  elected  president  of 
the  Columbia  Trust  Company  of  that 
district.  He  is  only  twenty-five  years 
old  and  is  the  youngest  bank  head  in  the 
state.  Mr.  Kennedy  was  graduated 
from  Harvard  in  1911,  and  while  in 
college,  played  first  base  on  the  Var- 
sity team.  For  more  than  a year  he 
had  been  in  the  bank  commissioner’s 
office  and  resigned  last  month.  He 
succeeds  Frank  G.  Wood,  president  of 
the  Columbia  for  fourteen  years,  who 
resigned  because  of  poor  health.  He 
was  president  of  the  Boston  Latin 
School  ( lass  of  1908. 

* * * * 

Royal  Bosworth  Young,  a graduate 
of  the  Boston  Latin  School  and  of  the 
M assachusetts  Institute  of  Technology, 
died  Sunday,  January  18,  at  Tucumcari, 
N.  M.  After  a few  years  in  business 
Mr.  Young  turned  his  attention  to  the 
law  and  was  admitted  to  the  bar.  At 
the  time  ol  his  death  he  was  a partner 

in  the  firm  of  Young,  Hill  A Marks. 

* * * * 

The  annual  Prize  Drill  will  take  place 
in  Mechanic's  building,  Thursday,  May 
14,  and  the  parade  Friday,  May  29. 


The  Almanack F.  L.  Baldwin,  Editor 


February,  second  month. — February  hath  30 — no! — 28  days. 


PREDICTIONS  FOR  FEBRUARY. 

The  sun  will  rise  and  set  28  times  this  month,  we  hope.  The  hockey  team 
will  play  a game  this  month,  we  hope.  There  will  be  wrath  on  the  part  of  school- 
children  when  they  discover  that  the  22nd  corneth  on  a Sunday.  Many  students, 
in  spite  of  the  doctor's  and  their  parents’  orders,  will  continue  the  practice  of 
studying.  These  young  men  are  destined  to  meet  a sad  and  untimely  death. 

Did  you  know  that  —Columbus  never  scratched  matches  on  the  sole  of  his  shoe? — 
They  didn’t  have  matches  in  his  day? 

Queen  Elizabeth  was  fond  of  stewed  prunes? 

There  is  more  nourishment  in  two  plates  of  macaroni  than  there  is  in  one? 
OUR  MONTHLY  HEALTH  HINT.  —Always  laugh  at  a teacher’s  joke. 

OUR  MONTHLY  PROVERB.  -A  player  in  the  big  league  is  worth  two  in  the 
bush. 

HUMOR  OR  THEREABOUTS. 

Cicero  and  Cataline  were  having  a friendly  chat  while  waiting  for  an  Appian 
Way  trolley,  and  Cicero  said  to  Cataline,  says  he,  “Say,  Katy,  did  you  know  that 
a man  committed  suicide  the  other  day  by  lying  on  the  car  tracks?’’ 

“My  word,  Sis,  he  must  have  been  horribly  mangled!”  said  Cataline. 

“Not  at  all,”  said  Cicero  “he  died  of  starvation  waiting  for  a Dudley  Street 
car  to  come  along.”  (Prolonged  laughter  by  the  patres  conscripti ) 


Sun.  1 
Mon.  2. 
Tues.  3. 


Wed.  4. 
Thurs.  5 

Fri.  6 
Sat.  7. 
Sun.  8. 


First  day  of  the  month,  [so  they  tell  me] — 1914. 

Candlemas.  -1914.  Never  heard  of  it  before,  did  you? 

Sherman  destroys  Meridian,  1864.  Not  the  meridian  that  runs 
around  the  globe,  scholars,  but  Meridian,  Mississippi, — although 
we  believe  Sherman  could  have  destroyed  anything. 

Beans  in  Latin  School  lunch-room.  1635-1914. 

Job,  the  patient,  while  cracking  hickory  nuts  on  a flatiron,  whangs 
his  thumb  and  loses  his  patience. — B.  C.  1520. 

Fourth  Public  Declamation. — 1914. 

Charles  Dickens  born,  1812. 

If  vou  get  up  earlv  enough  you  may  hear  the  sound  of  church  bells. — 
1914.' 


Mon.  9. 
Tues.  10. 
Wed.  11. 


Thurs.  12 
FRI.  13. 
Sat.  14. 
Sun.  15. 
Mon.  16. 

Tues.  17. 
Wed.  18. 
Thurs.  19 
Fri.  20. 
Sat.  21. 
Sun.  22. 
Mon.  23. 
Tues.  24. 
Wed.  25. 
Thurs.  26. 
Fri.  27. 


Boston  and  Maine  railroad  runs  trains  on  full  schedule. — 2069. 
Packard  Motor  Car  Co.  shows  1915  model. — 1914. 

Seventeen  automobile  manufacturers  announce  that  their  1915  models 
will  be  on  exhibition  in  a very  short  time.  George  Washington 
born,  1732,  Bridge’s  Creek,  Va.  Change  of  reckoning  now  makes 
it  Feb.  22. 

Abraham  Lincoln  born,  1809. 

’Nuf  sed ! ! Fri.  13.!!!!!!!! 

St.  Valentine's  Day. — 1914. 

One  million  lovesick  people  say,  “I  wonder  who  sent  it?” — 1914. 
Student  Government,  or  “Home  Rule,”  obtained  in  every  room  in 
the  Latin  School. — 3099. 

Boston  American  ceases  to  use  red  type  on  its  front  page. — 2000002. 
News  of  George  Washington’s  birth  reaches  England,  1732. 

King  of  England  remarks  that  he  had  bad  dreams  all  night. — 1732. 
Boylston  St.  Subway  completed.  1000001. 

Ty  Cobb  and  Tris  Speaker  sign  contract  with  Federal  League. — 1915 
See  Wed.  11.— 1914. 

Margaret  Deland  born,  1857. 

St.  Matthias. — 1914. 

ASH  WEDNESDAY. 

Mrs.  Parkhurst  dies  from  hunger  strike.  70707770. 

The  Prime  Minister  of  England,  Mr.  Lloyd-George,  and  other 
dignitaries  are  seen  turning  double  somersaults. — 70707770. 

First  iron  steamship  built. — 1830. 


Sat.  28. 
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Track  (practise  has  been  progressing 
slowly  t he  past  month  as  only  a few  men 
have  reported.  While  these  men  are  all  good 
runners,  we  need  more,  especially  seniors, 
if  we  are  to  win  our  coming  meets.  This 
we  must  do,  for  Latin  School  must  raise 
her  track  standard  to  where  it  was  six 
years  ago.  Let  us  make  up  for  not  win- 
ning a meet  last  year  by  winning  every  one 
this  year  including  the  Regimental.  Re- 
member that  a fellow  who  is  too  ’azy  to 
come  out  is  not  worth  while.  What  are 
you  ? 

However  , a few  men  have  reported 
and  are  working  earnestly,  doing  their 
best  in  order  to  put  Latin  school  where 
it  should  be.  These  include  the  following: 

Seniors:  Distance  men — Cook,  Bowen, 
Maloney,  Parker,  PL  Martin,  Sullivan, 
and  Whelan.  Sprints — Levinson,  Dem- 
eter, Gilpatric,  Schoner,  and  Levenson. 
Field  Events — Povah,  Wardle,  Dunton, 
and  Capt  Hamlin. 

Intermediates:  Laird,  Fay,  Davis,  Meloy 
and  Walsh. 

HOCKEY 

Many  fellows  have  been  out  for  hockey 
and  under  Capt.  Murray  and  Coach 
Madden  have  been  progressing  finely.  The 
first  game  was  held  on  Thursday  Jan.  15 


with  Boston  College  High,  in  which  after 
a desperate  struggle  we  were  beaten  1 to  0. 
The  following  boys  are  on  the  squad : 
Cahill,  Cleary,  Elston,  Enwright,  Madden 
PL  Martin,  Murray  (capt),  Baldwin,  Nel- 
son, and  Cousens. 

Edmund  O' Callaghan,  Captain  of  the 
swimming  team,  has  left  school,  and 
Kearns  has  been  elected  in  his  place.  O’- 
Callaghan will  be  a loss,  as  he  was  not 
only  a swimmer  but  a member  of  the 
rowing  and  football  squads  as  well. 

ALUMNI  ATHLETES 

Since  this  number  is  chiefly  about  Alum- 
ni it  might  be  interesting  to  see  what  our 
v arious  athletes  have  done  at  college  the 
last  few  years. 

1909 — Crane,  Wesleyan,  basket  ball  and 
Manager  Football  team  1912;  Elcock, 
Dartmouth,  Captain  of  football  team 
1911 ; Shuet,  Mass.  Agricultural  College, 
member  of  Football  team  1911 ; Simmons, 
Harvard,  Captain  of  Lacrosse  team  1912. 

1910 — Allison,  Wesleyan,  member  of 
Football  and  Basket  Ball  team  T2,  '13; 
Cleary,  Harvard,  Freshman  Crew  TO, 
Second  Football  team  'll,  '12;  Mac-Neil, 
Yale.  Freshman  Football  TO  Second 
Foot  Ball  team  '12,  '13;  Onthank,  Har- 
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vard  Manager,  Lacrosse  team  ’13;  Van 
Etten.M.  I.  T.  Class  football  teams. 

1911 —  Fleming  C.  S.,  Harvard  Fresh- 
man Lacrosse  '12.  Varsity  Lacrosse  ’12, 
’13;  Fleming,  J.  R.,  Harvard  Freshman 
Lacrosse;  Heyer,  Harvard,  Freshman 
Hockey  and  Baseball  team,  ’12,  Varsity 
Baseball  Squad  ’13;  Kennedy.  Harvard, 
Freshman  Baseball  ’12;  Varsity  Baseball 
Squad  ’13;  Logan,  Harvard,  Freshman 
Football  ’1 1 ; Varsity  team  ’13;  Night- 
ingale, Harvard,  Freshman  Lacrosse  ’12; 
Varsity  Lacrosse  ‘13, ’14;  O’Hare  West 
Point  Varsity  Football  Squad  ’13;  Temple 
Harvard,  Freshman  Football  Varsity,  2nd 
'12.  T3  Pendergast,  Colby,  Varsity  Foot- 
ball and  Baseball  teams  T2.  T3. 

1912 —  Brady,  Dartmouth,  Freshman 
Track  team  T2;  Colby,  Dartmouth,  fresh- 
man Football,  T2;  Varsity  Football  13 ; 
Dale}’,  Boston  College,  Captain  Football 
Team  T3;  Doherty,  J.  A.,  Harvard, 
Varsity  2nd  Football  T3;  Duff,  M.  I.  T. 
class  Football  team;  Iviley,  Boston  Col- 
lege football  team  T3;  Nash,  Harvard, 
Captain  Freshman  Lacrosse  T3;  Varsity 
Lacrosse  T4;  Packard,  Harvard  Fresh- 
man Rowing  Squad  T3;  Robinson, 
Harvard,  rowing  squad  T3;  Soucy, 
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Freshman  Harvard  Football  T2;  Varsity 
Football  T3;  Tate,  Lehigh,  Varsity 
football  T 2,  T3;  Vinal,  Harvard  Fresh- 
manLacrosse  T3. 

1913 —  Boles,  Harvard,  Freshman 
Football  T3;  Cheney,  Dartmouth,  Fresh- 
men Tennis  Tournament  T3;  Cormack, 
Bowdoin,  Freshman  Cross  County  team; 
T3;  Craven,  Boston  College,  Varsity 
Football ; Saladine,  Dartmouth  Freshman 
Football  and  Track  teams. 

Besides  the  above,  who  have  already 
earned  their  letters  or  numerals,  there 
are  many  stars  who  have  not  been  re- 
corded but  are  just  as  good  athletes. 
Among  these  are  the  Harvard  football 
stars,  Daniel  Hurley,  the  only  Latin 
School  man  to  captain  a Harvard  Varsity 
team;  Bert.  Waters,  the  famous  All- 
American  tackle;  Leo  Leary,  who  now 
coaches  the  Harvard  ends;  Charles  Daly, 
the  Harvard  and  West  Point  star,  and 
last  but  not  least,  two  alumni  who  have 
come  back  to  Latin  school  and  given 
their  best  that  she  may  still  retain  her 
high  standing  in  high  School  sports,  our 
Teacher  Manager  Mr.  P.  T.  Campbell, 
and  the  best  coach  in  Boston,  Mr.  Fred 
J.  O’Brien.  Farmer  T4 
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WASHINGTON-THE  MAN 

(Read  at  the  Washington’s  Birthday  Exercises.) 


It  is  as  the  man  that  George  Wash- 
ington will  be  remembered  by  pos- 
terity; not  so  much  as  the  soldier  nor 
even  as  the  statesman— but  as  the  man. 
Therefore,  let  us  for  a few  moments  this 
morning  look  at  George  Washington, 
the  man.  Firsl , I shall  speak  briefly  of 
his  favorite  pastimes  and  likings,  his 
habits  and  peculiarities,  so  that  we  may 
catch  one  glimpse  of  the  man.  Second, 
I shall  consider  his  manly  character. 

Washington  was  from  boyhood  pas- 
sionately fond  of  horsemanship.  When 
he  was  at  Mount  Vernon,  riding  to  the 


hounds  was  a favorite  pastime.  He  had 
a taste  for  hunting,  for  fishing,  for  cards, 
for  dancing,  and  for  billiards.  He  de- 
lighted in  all  athletic  sports,  undoubt- 
edly possessing  great  physical  strength. 
The  theatre  and  also  the  circus  appealed 
to  Washington,  and  we  are  told  that  he 
frequently  attended  concerts.  “Agri- 
culture has  ever  been  the  most  favorite 
amusement  of  my  life,"  he  wrote  after 
the  Revolution.  A part  of  this  liking 
certainly  flowed  from  his  strong  affec- 
tion for  Mount  Vernon. 

Although  it  has  been  frequently  as- 
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serted  that  Washington  had  no  liking 
for  children,  such  was  not  the  fact. 
Washington  was  of  an  undemonstrative 
nature;  nevertheless,  on  many  occasions 
he  showed  that  he  was  fond  of  children. 
While,  in  his  younger  days  he  was  a good 
deal  of  a dandy,  with  increase  of  years 
his  taste  in  clothes  became  softened  and 
more  sober. 

With  reference  to  our  first  President’s 
sentiments  on  the  subject  of  duelling, 
it’ is’ interesting  to  read  an  excerpt  from 
a letter  of  Mason,  his  friend:  “From  his 
earliest  manhood  I have  heard  General 
Washington  express  his  contempt  of  the 
man  who  sends  and  the  man  who  ac- 
cepts a challenge,  for  he  regards  such 
acts  as  no  proof  of  moral  courage;  and  the 
practice  he  abhors  as  a relic  of  old  bar- 
barisms.” 

In  regard  to  his  insistence  upon  form 
and  ceremony,  there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  Washington  hated  ceremony  as 
much  as  the  Democrats,  and  yielded  to  it 
only  from  his  sense  of  fitness  and  respect 
to  the  opinions  of  those  about  him. 
Washington  inspired  awe  and  reverence. 
No  one  ever  presumed  to  treat  him 
familiarly.  His  austere  countenance  and 
reserved  manners  did  not  invite  confi- 
dences. He  was  always  an  aristocrat. 
“However,”  Madison  says,  “The  story, 
so  often  repeated,  of  his  never  laugh- 
ing was  wholly  untrue ; no  man  seemed 
more  to  enjoy  gay  conversation,  though 
he  took  little  part  in  it  himself.” 

Let  us  turn  to  the  man’s  character. 
Owing  to  the  lapse  of  years,  it  is  not  easy 
to  picture  the  man  himself.  Rather  does 
the  word  “Washington”  suggest  to  us 
a character.  We  have  imagined  that 
Washington  was  a demi-god.  It  is  a 
wrong  conception.  He  had  some  traits 
of  character  which  were  not  wholly  desir- 


able. He  had  weaknesses  and  faults. 
We  must  not  regard  him  as  a superior 
order  of  being  to  be  judged  by  a different 
standard  from  that  of  other  men.  On 
the  contrary,  considered  as  a mortal  a- 
mong  mortals,  he  will  inspire  us  with  a 
greater  admiration,  if  that  were  possible. 
Listen  to  his  own  statement:  “That  1 
have  foibles,  and  perhaps  many  of  them, 

I shall  not  deny.  I should  esteem  my- 
self, as  the  world  would,  vain  and  empty, 
were  I to  arrogate  perfection.”  Our 
tendency  to  make  Washington  out  su- 
perhuman is  expressed  in  Mark  Twain’s 
statement:  “I  am  a greater  man  than 
Washington,  for  the  latter  couldn’t  tell 
a lie,  while  I could,  but  wouldn’t.” 

Before  George  was  thirteen  years  of 
age,  he  had  collected  “57  Rules  of  Be- 
havior” for  his  own  guidance.  They 
are  sound  rules  of  good,  “homely”  sense, 
although  expressed  in  rather  stilted  lan- 
guage, for  a schoolboy.  Washington 
Irving  in  his  admirable  Life  of  Washing- 
ton, in  speaking  of  these  rules  says,  “A 
better  Manual  of  Conduct  could  not  be 
put  into  the  hands  of  a youth.” 

Washington  was  charitable,  for  we 
know  that  he  sent  many  gifts  to  the 
needy.  Both  his  enemies  and  his  friends 
bore  evidence  to  his  probity.  The  Pres- 
sident,  as  he  himself  said,  “discharged 
the  duties  of  the  office  with  impartiality 
and  zeal  for  the  public  good.”  He  must 
have  possessed  remarkable  self-control 
to  govern  the  violent  temper  with  which 
Nature  had  endowed  him. 

What  a splendid  patriot  he  was ! What 
remarkable  unselfishness  he  always  dis- 
played in  his  conduct!  Glory,  with  him, 
was  but  a secondary  consideration.  One 
writer  points  out  Washington  as  the 
Model  Man.  With  the  name  of  Wash- 
ington we  shall  always  associate  truth, 
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integrity,  earnestness,  prudence,  wis- 
dom, firmness,  nobility,  unselfishness, 
generosity,  energy,  temperance,  mod- 
esty, conscientiousness,  patience,  cour- 
age. patriotism,  love  of  justice,  and  a 
deep  sense  of  righteousness.  All  these 
noble,  sterling  qualities  helped  to  make 
Washington,  the  man. 

Washington,  to  us,  is  the  embodiment 
of  all  that  is  noble,  and  fine,  and  good. 
With  the  greatest  virtues,  he  was  exempt 
from  the  corresponding  vices.  He  was 
a man  in  whom  the  elements  were  so 
mixed,  that“Nature  might  stand  up  and 
say  to  all  the  world,  ‘This  was  a man.’ 
His  fame,  bounded  by  no  country,  will 
be  confined  to  no  age.  The  memory  of 
his  virtues,  while  patriotism  and  virtue 
are  held  sacred  among  men,  will  remain 
undiminished.  He  is  forever  a beacon 
light,  a sublime  example,  for  all  Ameri- 
cans. He  stands  on  a high  pinnacle  and 
our  young  men  may  find  it  well  worth 
their  while  to  study  his  qualities  and 
emulate  his  virtues. 

He  has  come  to  be  our  ideal  man. 
The  many  writers  and  speakers  about 
him  agree  that  the  qualities  of  his  great 
soul  render  his  fame  enduring,  and  con- 
stitute the  glory  of  human  character; 
and  the  habitual  contemplation  of  him, 
will  tend  to  elevate  and  ennoble  man- 
kind. His  character  was  of  a high  spe- 
cies of  moral  beauty.  As  has  been  said, 
General  Washington  is  not  the  idol  of  a 
day  but  the  hero  of  ages!  His  was  a 
moral  grandeur,  jorned  with  practical 
wisdom,  never  surpassed  among  the 


most  renowned  figures  in  the  world’s 
history. 

His  nobility  is  his  monument.  Wash- 
ington reveals  himself  in  his  writings. 
Every  action  of  his  was  determined  by 
such  principles  as  are  contained  in  these, 
his  own  words:  “I  must  recommend  to 
you  what  I endeavor  to  practise  myself, 
patience  and  perseverance.  There  is 
but  one  straight  course,  and  that  is  to 
seek  truth  and  pursue  it  steadily.” 
“Washington’s  favorite  quotation  was 
Addison’s  “’Tis  not  in  mortals  to  com- 
mand success,  but  we’ll  do  more,  Sem- 
pronius,  we’ll  deserve  it.” 

He  holds  the  admiration  and  the  hom- 
age of  the  world.  Gladstone  gave  Wash- 
ington the  first  place  in  history  for  pu- 
rity of  character  and  elevation  of  aim 
in  war  and  statesmanship.  To  Ameri- 
cans his  name  will  be  ever  dear.  We 
shall  always  revere  and  honor  and  cher- 
ish the  memory  of  George  Washington. 
This  free  and  mighty  Republic  is  the 
best  commentary  upon  the  character  of 
Washington,  for  without  his  moral  in- 
fluence ours  would  have  been  another, 
and  worse,  form  of  government. 

After  all,  the  words  in  the  language  are 
too  few  to  express  adequately  our  ap- 
preciation of  the  essential  manliness  of 
George  Washington;  mere  encomiums  of 
praise  are  not  always  effective.  Let  us 
sum  up  with  Jefferson’s  words  that 
“Washington  was  indeed  in  every  sense 
of  the  words,  a wise,  a good,  and  a great 
man.” 

J.  M.  H.,  T4. 


A TALE  OF  THE  MIRAMICHI 


There  is  a store  near  my  home  kept  by  are  the  tales  of  the  great  out-doors  that 

a gentleman  who  is  an  ardent  sports-  are  swapped  across  the  little  glowing 

man.  Here  gather  kindred  spirits  in  “blazer”  stove. 

the  evening,  and  many  and  wondrous  One  evening,  as  1 was  sitting  under 
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the  mellow  glow  of  the  arc-lamp  which 
lights  the  store,  listening  to  the  general 
talk,  a gentleman  who  had  come  in  a 
few  minutes  before,  related  the  follow- 
ing story,  which  I tell  as  nearly  as  my 
memory  serves  me: 

A couple  of  years  ago  I revisited  my 
birthplace  on  the  upper  waters  of  the 
Miramichi,  staying  at  the  farm  of  a boy- 
hood friend.  Bears  were  quite  numerous 
in  those  regions,  and  it  was  not  many 
days  before  my  friend  proposed  a hunt. 
We  started  very  early  the  following 
morning  for  a distant  farm  which  had 
been  abandoned  years  before,  where 
bears  had  been  reported  feeding  on  the 
fruit  of  the  neglected  apple  trees. 

At  noon,  after  tramping  many  miles, 
we  were  climbing  the  slope  of  a hill  that 
concealed  the  farm.  On  reaching  the 
crest,  the  farm  spread  out  before  us  like 
a panorama,  and  there  in  the  ragged  or- 
chard was  a moving  black  speck  that 
made  me  reach  for  my  field-glasses. 
Sure  enough,  the  speck  proved  to  be  a 
huge  bear,  and  through  the  powerful 
lenses  he  was  an  interesting  sight.  He 
was  walking  about  on  his  hind  legs,  now 
and  then  grasping  a branch  with  one 
powerful  fore-paw,  and  wrenching  off 
an  apple  with  the  other.  It  was  amus- 
ing to  see  the  almost  human  way  in 
which  he  wrinkled  up  his  great  nose  when 
he  happened  to  bite  into  a sour  apple, 
which  he  promptly  dashed  to  the  ground 
in  ursine  petulance. 

‘Waal,  are  ye  agoin’  to  let  him  walk 
away?’  I started  at  my  friend’s  im- 
patient words  and  remembered  the  pur- 
pose of  my  coming.  The  distance  was 
still  too  great  to  afford  an  effective  shot; 
so  with  great  caution  — for  bears  are 
unusually  wary  — we  wormed  our  way 
to  a point  about  five  hundred  yards  from 
the  object  of  our  attentions.  Out  of 


courtesy  my  friend  permitted  me  the 
first  shot;  so  I raised  the  sights  on  my 
Mannlichre  Haenel,  and  fired.  As  the 
weapon  spat  forth  its  steel  missile, 
Bruin  collapsed  and  rolled  over  the 
edge  of  an  unnoticed  bank.  Rushing 
to  the  edge,  we  found  he  had  rolled  down 
the  slight  slope  and  was  sitting  up  against 
a tree  a hundred  yards  away  Cau- 
tiously, with  our  fingers  on  our  triggers, 
we  made  our  way  to  our  quarry,  who  did 
not  move  at  our  approach.  Finally, 
gaining  courage,  we  came  around  in 
front  of  him,  where  we  stopped  short  in 
amazement,  for  he  was  sitting  upright, 
his  fore-paw  on  the  ground  between  his 
hind-legs,  his  head  cocked  on  one  side 
and  resting  against  the  tree,  with  such 
a look  of  reproach  in  his  open,  glazing, 
eyes,  that  I was  filled  with  instant  re- 
morse. My  more  practical  friend  had 
his  hunting  knife  out  in  a jiffy  and  com- 
menced removing  the  warm  pelt. 
I soon  joined  in  the  work,  but  it  was 
quite  late  in  the  afternoon  before  we 
were  able  to  shoulder  the  skin  and  game 
bags,  and  depart  for  home. 

We  hurried  through  the  waning  light 
in  the  forest,  but  the  descending  sun  soon 
made  it  plain  that  we  should  have  to 
spend  the  night  in  the  open.  In  a little 
clearing,  we  seated  ourselves  on  a fallen 
log  and  took  some  sandwiches  out  of  our 
game  bags  for  our  evening  meal.  We 
had  just  lighted  our  briars  when  we 
heard  a cracking  of  twigs  in  back  of  us. 
We  seized  our  rifles,  cocked  them,  and 
waited.  After  a pause  an  Indian,  fol- 
lowed by  his  squaw,  who  was  carrying  a 
miscellaneous  assortment  of  household 
utensils,  stepped  out  into  the  clearing 
and  grunted,  ‘Evenin  ’ 

We  became  acquainted  with  him  and 
permitted  him  to  camp  near  us  when  he 
asked  us.  He  had  shot  several  partridges 
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which  his  squaw  broiled  on  sticks  over 
the  blazing  fire;  and  they  tasted  mighty 
good  to  us,  I can  tell  you.  It  was  now 
dark,  and  by  the  frosty  light  of  the  moon, 
the  squaw  built  a lean-to  shack  for  her 
lord,  while  we  built  ours  some  fifty  yards 
away. 

The  next  morning  we* awoke  before 
the  veils  of  mist  had  risen  entirely  from 
the  fungus-smelling  depths  of  the  forest, 
but  found  the  Indian  passively  watching 
his  squaw  pack  up  their  belongings.  On 
seeing  me,  he  beckoned  to  follow 
him  into  the  forest.  I caught  up  my  rifle 
at  first,  but  then  ashamed,  I laid  it  down 
and  followed  unarmed.  After  going  into 
the  woods  a short  distance,  we  struck,  a 
kind  of  stream,  weed  - choked,  so  as  to 
appear  like  a bog,  which  is  peculiar  to 
that  region. 

He  paused  where  the  stream  widened 
out,  produced  two  lengths  of  fish-line 
from  his  buckskin  vest,  and  two  small 
hooks  which  he  attached  to  them.  He 
ripped  open  a nearby  rotten  log  and 
picked  from  its  interstices  about  a dozen 
white  beetle  grubs.  After  his  giving 
me  one  of  the  lines  and  showing  me  how 


to  bait  my  hook  properly,  we  began  to 
fish,  literally  in  mud.  In  half  a second 
the  Indian  jerked  out  a dainty  brook 
trout,  its  iridescent  spots  gleaming  in 
the  growing^ light.  In  half  an  hour  we 
had  eight  or  nine,  and  we  made  our 
way  back  to  the  camp,  where  we  ate  the 
trout  fried  crisp,  helped  down  with  cof- 
fee from  the  Indian’s  pack.  \j 

After  breakfast,  at  a signal  from  her 
spouse,  the  patient  squaw  shouldered 
her  heavy  pack,  and  together  they 
started  up  the  hill-path,  which  was  re- 
flecting the  first  red  gleams  of  dawn 
along  it  strip  of  blackness.  Together, 
my  friend  and  I watched  the  pair  trudg- 
ing up  the  steep,  full  into  the  dawning 
sun,  buck  in  front  brave  in  his  feathered 
headdress,  squaw  behind,  bending  under 
her  burden,  and  together  we  thought 
with  a tinge  of  sadness,  that  in  but  a 
few  years  more,  such  a sight  would  be 
rarer  than  the  phoenix. 

The  gentleman  paused,  looked  at  his 
watch,  exclaimed,  “Gee  Whitacres!  ten 
o’clock!”  and  rose  from  his  chair.  We 
all  rose,  somewhat  reluctantly,  and  made 
for  our  various  homes.  S.  M.  B.,  TO 
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Simpson  Must  Have  Bet  on  the 
Giants. 

J ones  (who  seldom  goes  to  church)  : — 
Thomas,  has  the  minister  told  you  about 
Simpson  yet? 

Tommy: — No,  pop,  what  did  he  do? 
Jones: — Oh,  my  son,  he  was  a mighty 
man.  He  took  the  jawbone  of  a mule 
one  day  and  went  down  and  killed  fifty 

thousand  Philadelphians  before  noon. 

* * * * 

Nowadays. 

Puzzle  Bore: — If  a hen  and  a 
half  laid  an  egg  and  a half  in  a day  and 
half.  — 

Consumer: — Her  owner  would  be 

a millionaire. 

* * * * 

Such  Oversight! 

Two  fellows  got  into  an  argument 
over  their  ability  in  lessons.  Finally 
one  of  them,  losing  his  temper,  cried  out 
to  the  other: 

“Without  exception,  I think  you  are 


the  most  conceited  ass  I ever  had  the 
misfortune  to  set  eyes  on.” 

“Silence,  there,”  called  the  teacher. 
“You  seem  to  forget  that  I am  in  the 
room.” 

* * * * 

Strange ! 

Drug-Clerk: — Well,  Johnny,  did 
you  kill  the  rats  with  those  rat  biscuits 
I sold  you? 

Johnny: — No,  I don’t  believe  they 
are  any  good.  I sat  up  all  night  and  not 

a single  rat  came  near  me. 

* * * * 

Slight  Mistake. 

Two  fellows  went  to  a wedding.  One 
of  them,  seeing  the  old  negro  butler 
fussing  around,  said: 

“I  say,  Mose,  cant  you  get  us  some 
confetti?”  “No,  suh,”  said  Mose.  “I’se 
sorry,  boss,  but  de  cunnel  saidahwusn’t 
to  open  de  lieker  cabinet  till  de  bride 
and  groom  had  went.” 
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The  issue  of  the  March  Register  calls 
the  flight  of  time  sharply  to  our  atten- 
tion. A little  more  than  three  months 
and  this  school  year  will  be  with  its 
predecessors.  The  question  of  whether 
this  is  to  be  a satisfaction  or  otherwise 

can  be  settled  now. 

* * ❖ * 

On  February  29,  Mr.  H.  W.  Kimball 
addressed  the  school,  taking  “Thrift”  as 
his  subject.  Mr.  Kimball  considers  that 
the  recent  immigrants  to  this  country 
are  more  strongly  endowed  with  this 
quality  than  those  who  have  been  here 
long  enough  to  be  considered  native 
Americans.  He  delivered  a conclusive  ar- 
gument in  favor  of  life  insurance,  more 
particularly  Savings  bank  life  insurance 
for  us.  His  strongest  point  was  that 
every  young  man  of  high  school  age  rep- 
resents about  ten  thousand  dollars  of 
invested  capital,  which  should  be  safe- 
guarded. 

The  exercises  held  in  commemoration 
of  the  birthday  of  Abraham  Lincoln  will 
be  remembered.  After  Raymond  S. 
Pugh,  To,  had  attuned  our  spirits  to  a 
more  exalted  pitch  by  his  playing,  Mr. 
Pennypacker  introduced,  in  a few  words 
the  speaker  of  the  day,  who,  he  told 
us,  had  served  his  state  and  country 
for  twenty  years  at  Washington,  the 
Hon.  Samuel  W.  McCall,  Dartmouth  '74. 
Mr.  McCall's  address  covered  the  whole 
of  Lincoln’s  career  with  a thoroughness 
rarely  equalled  during  so  little  time. 


The  story  of  the  frontier  boy  has  been 
heard  and  read  many  times,  but  each 
new  hearing  calls  our  attention  to  some 
new  characteristic  of  nobility,  and  makes 
those  told  of  before  better  understood. 
Mr.  McCall  rightly  said  that  a young 
man  could  study  no  life  more  profit- 
ably than  this  of  another  young  man, 
who,  without  our  advantages,  gleaned  his 
education  from  a meager  library,  which 
included,  however,  that  most  valuable  of 
all  libraries,  The  Bible.  Lincoln’s  terse 
eloquence  came  from  his  understanding 
of  fundamental  truths  simply  told. 
He  was  brave,  self-sacrificing  and  un- 
appreciated during  his  life,  a humble  he- 
roic martyr.  His  monument,  for  so  long 
only  in  the  hearts  of  all  true  Americans, 
is  at  last  to  be  erected  at  the  scene  of  his 
self  abnegations  and  conquests  for 
others. 

“Sagacious,  patient,  dreading  praise 
not  blame, 

New  birth  of  our  newr  soul,  the  first 
American.” 

The  exercises  commemorative  of  Wash- 
ington’s Birthday  were  exceptionably  en- 
joyable. The  speakers  and  others  were 
announced  by  Mr.  Pennypacker.  This 
was  of  considerable  assistance  to  some 
few  who  were  temporarily  in  doubt  as  to 
the  translation  of  our  “vernacular.” 
When  the  strains  of  patriotic  airs  had 
died  away,  Richard  A.  May  of  Class  I. 
read  selections  from  Washington’s  Fare- 
well Address.  John  Edgar  Eaton  Jr.  of 
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Class  V.  declaimed.  The  orchestra  then 
rendered  a medley  of  popular  airs,  which, 
although  pronounced  plebian,  have  the 
power  to  stir  the  pulses  and  occasionally 
to  sweep  the  heart  strings.  Fredrick  W. 
Hall  of  Class  III.  read  an  original  paper 
on  Washington  as  Soldier.  Robert  P. 
Casey  of  Class  II.  followed,  presenting 
his  conception  of  Washington  as 
Executive.  Jacob  M.  Heller  of  Class 
I.  read  his  excellent  analytical  disser- 
tation upon  Washington  as  Man, 
which  is  printed  in  this  issue. 

During  the  short  period  occupied  by 
Ernest  H.  Hoffman  and  Isadore  Fox  in 
preparing  their  instruments,  the  audi- 
ence was  permitted  to  stand,  so  that 
when  the  violinists  were  ready  and  their 
accompanist,  Raymond  S.  Pugh,  struck 
the  opening  liars  of  Small  Symphony  in 
C,  by  Dancla,  all  were  at  ease  to  enjoy  the 
skillful  an  d artistic  rendition.  The  musi- 
cians received  the  applause  that  they  so 
justly  merited. 

Herbert  L.  McNary  of  Class  I.  enter- 
tained his  hearers  with  a delightfully 
rendered  humorous  selection. 

Mr.  Pennypacker  now  turned  the  minds 
of  his  hearers  to  a reflective  mood.  He 
spoke  of  “The  Gray  Champion”  and 
other  legendary  manifestations  that  have 
appeared  at  critical  junctures  in  the  past 
to  encourage  the  disheartened  by  their 
martial  presence.  Deus,  Ecce  Deus!  The 
music  swung  into  the  Die  Wacht  am 
Rhein.  The  German  flag  advanced  from 
the  opening  door  and  before  our  eyes 
walked  a representative  of  the  Hessian 
allies  of  Great  Britain,  resuscitated  per- 
haps from  a Trenton  grave.  The  air 
grew  fainter  and  the  phantom  vanished. 
Yet  hold!  The  flag  has  been  replaced  by 
another,  and  an  American  ally  of  the 
forces  of  His  Majesty  Louis  XVI.  is 
visible.  He  in  turn  vanishes.  What  is 


this?  Our  flag!  Our  anthem!  The  School 
rose  and  stood  at  attention,  while  the 
Stars  and  Stripes  with  its  honored  guard 
preceded  an  apparition  of  a hero  of  ’76 
to  the  center  of  the  stage.  Halt ! Present 
Arms! 

When  they,  too,  had  vanished,  our 
Headmaster  spoke  a few  closing  words  and 
while  the  orchestra  played,  the  school 
was  dismissed. 

* 4=  * * * 

A considerable  number  of  the  friends 
of  the  school  availed  themselves  of  Mr. 
Pennypacker’s  invitation  to  watch  a drill 
by  the  battalion.  The  cadets  acquitted 
themselves  very  creditably  indeed,  and 
the  Drum  Corps  was  notable,  not  only 
for  its  martial  music  but  also  for  its  well 
drilled  manoeuvers  and  generally  ex- 
cellent appearance.  The  Drum  Major 
is  to  be  congratulated. 

During  this  Calendar  year  the  follow- 
ing selections  have  been  and  will  be 
played  in  the  hall  by  R .S.  Pugh ‘15: 
Jan.  5,  1914.(1809-1847.) 

Felix  Mendelssohn-Bartholdy. 

“Song  without  Words,”  Book  VIII, 
No.  48. 

Jan.  12,  1914. 

Claude  Debussy  (1890-) 

“Prelude”  from  Suite  Bergamasoue. 

Jan.  19,  1914. 

P.  Tschaikowsky. 

Romance,  in  F.  Op.  51,  No.  5. 

Jan.  26,  1914. 

Frederic  Chopin  (1809-1849.) 
“Prelude”  Op.  45. 

Feb.  2,  1914. 

Franz  Liszt  (1811-1886.) 

“3d  Nocturne”  from  the  Liebes- 
traume. 
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Feb.  12,  1914. 

Hans  Seeling  (1828-1862.) 

“Loreley.”  Op.  2. 

Feb.  16,  1914. 

Benjamin  Godard. 

“Saxonne."  (Valse  No.  9.)  Op. 
110,  No.  5. 

Mar.  2,  1914. 

P.  Tschaikowskv 

“Valse  des  Fleurs , from  the  Ballet 
“Casse-Noisette.” 

Mar.  9,  1914. 

Richard  Wagner  (1813-1883.) 

“Prize  Song,"  from  Die  Meistersinger. 
Mar.  16,  1914. 

Seigei  Rachmaninoff. 

“ Moment  Musical."  Op.  16,  No.  5. 
Mar.  23,  1914. 

Claude  Debussy  (1890-) 

“ Menuet ,”  from  Suite  Bergamasque. 
Mar.  30,  1914. 

P.  Tschalkowsky. 

“Chant  Saus  Paroles.”  Op.  2,  No.  3 

A review  of  Professor  James  Schouler’s 
History  will  be  found  \n“The  Nation"  of 
January  22.  Professor  Schouler  is  one 
of  the  gentlemen  who  contributed  rem- 
iniscences to  our  Alumni  Number. 

The  Register  wishes  to  thank  Mr. 
Henry  C.  Jones  for  the  Alumni  notes 
which  he  so  kindly  discovers  and  gives 
to  us.  All  help  in  this  direction  will  be 
greatly  appreciated,  as  the  Editors  find 
it  difficult  to  keep  posted  as  to  the  doings 
of  our  numerous  and  active  graduates. 
****** 

A school-mate  sends  in  the  following 
thoughts: 

That  it  is  not  the  brains  of  the  ma- 
jority of  failures  that  need  cudgeling. 

That  the  time  spent  in  planning  how 
next  month’s  report  shall  look  could  be 
used  to  better  advantage  on  this  month’s 


work. 

That  those  who  criticise  The  Register 
would  do  well  to  avail  themselves  of  the 
Editor’s  invitation  and  write  what  they 
think  would  suit.  Perhaps  thoughts 
look  different  when  put  on  paper. 

That  it  is  strange  how  many  of  the 
critics  are  those  who  were  the  last  to  sub- 
scribe at  reduced  rates. 

That  the  members  of  the  Dance  Com- 
mittee had  many  friends.  As  many 
friends  as  tickets. 

That  the  fellows  who  protest  against 
unfair  marking  take  home  fewest  books. 

That  we  don’t  hear  anything  from  the 
Honor  Men  about  being  overworked. 

That  if  some  of  our  big  men  had  the 
spirit  of  the  little  chaps  in  athletics,  we 
should  more  see  championships. 

That  he  remembers  having  heard  some 
of  the  declamations  before. 

That  those  who  could  be  great  orators, 
“if  they  only  wanted  to,”  fail  oftenest  in 
room  declamation. 

That  the  best  way  to  preserve  our  mor- 
als is  to  take  away  anything  that  may 
lower  them,  rather  than  make  it  con- 
spicuous by  requesting  us  not  to  look 
at  it. 

That  at  least  an  hour  a day  could  be 
devoted  profitably  to  the  reading  of  good 
literature  besides  Xenophon,  Virgil  or 
Homer. 

That  military  drill  ought  to  get  our 
necks  somewhere  near  a 90°  angle  with 
our  shoulders. 

That  those  who  condemn  “tight-wads” 
either  owe  them  money  or  can’t. 

That  the  best  instruction  in  industry 
is  a good  example. 

That  only  one  kind  of  horse  is  the 
friend  of  man. 

That  if  these  sayings  apply  to  you,  you 
will  think  only  of  how  they  fit  the  other 
fellow. 
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INTER  CLASS  MEET. 

On  Wednesday,  January  28,  a very 
interesting  and  exciting  class  meet  was 
held  and  for  the  second  time  in  succession 
the  Class  of  1914  won  it,  scoring  36 
points,  to  the  Sophmores’  22,  while  the 
Juniors  made  20,  and  the  Freshman  came 
last  with  10.  Every  race  was  fiercely 
contested,  and  the  results  were  very  close. 
As  a whole,  however,  the  meet  was  very 
beneficial,  for  it  brought  out  new  mate- 
rial with  which  to  build  a champion 
track  team. 

The  Summary 

30  -yard  dash.  Won  by  Demeter, 
14;  Fay  T5  second,  O’Keefe  '14  third, 
Rice  To  fourth.  Time  3 4-5  seconds, 

300 -yard  run : Won  by  Cousens 
TO;  Gilpatric  T4  second,  Gillis  T5 
third,  Bowen  T6  fourth.  Time  41 
seconds. 

35-yard  hurdles'.  Won  by  McGrath 
T4;  Campbell  T4  second,  KontofT,  T6 
third,  Levenson  T5  fourth.  Time  4 4-5 
seconds. 

600 -yard  run:  Won  by  Maloney 
T 7 ; E.  Martin  '16  second,  Cook  '14 
third,  Thompson  ’15  fourth.  Time  1 
m.  42  sec. 


1 WO-yard  run.  Won  by  Davis  '15; 
Murphy  '16  second,  Leary  '16  third, 
Campbell '14  fourth.  Time  3 min.,  6 2-5 

seconds. 

Mile  rnn.  Won  by  Bowers  ’14;  Ma- 
honey '17  second,  Dougherty  T7  third, 
Parker  '14  fourth.  Time  5 min.,  50 
seconds. 

Running  High  Jump.  Won  by  Quinn, 
'16,  height  5 ft.  2^  inches;  Dunton  '14 
second  at  5 ft.  1Q2  inches,  Laird  '14 
third  at  5 ft.  3^  inches,  and  Dolson  '14 
fourth,  at  4 ft.  ll1^  inches. 

Shot  put.  Won  by  Povah  ’ 15,  38  ft. 
6;3<4  inches;  Fine  '14,  second,  36  ft.  8 
inches  ;Levenson  '15,  third,  34  ft.  5 } 2 *n! 
Quinn  '16,  fourth,  32  ft.  7/^2  inches. 
Junior  relay  won  by  Merrill’s  team. 
Intermediate  relay  Room  23  vs.  Room 
9.  Won  by  Room  23,  (Duntley  Saw- 
eyer,  Whelan,  and  Pyrill) 

Mechanic  Arts,  45.  Boston  Latin  56. 

For  the  first  time  in  three  years  Latin 
beat  Mechanic  Arts  in  track.  The  meet 
was  a very  close  one,  and  was  not  de- 
cided until  the  shot  put,  in  which  Latin 
School  secured  all  the  places,  was  fin- 
ished. Latin  school  excelled  in  the 
shotput  and  hurdles,  while  Mechanic 
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Arts  was  good  in  the  distance  runs. 
The  Summary: 

30-yard  dash.  Won  by  Geoghegan 
(M);  Demeter  (L)  second,  Atwood  (M) 
third,  Fay  (L)  fourth, 

35 -yard  hurdles.  Won  by  McGrath 
(L) ; Levenson  (L)  second,  Drake  (M) 
third,  Laird  (L)  fourth. 

300-yard  run.  Won  by  Cousens 
(L);  Berry  (M)  second,  Gilpatric  (L) 
third,  Wardle  (L)  fourth.  Time  43  3-5 
sec. 

600-yard  run.  Won  by  Moloney 
(L);  Piper  (M)  second,  Plunkett  (M) 
third,  Cook  (L)  fourth.  Time  1 min. 
43  1-5  seconds. 

1000-yard  run.  Won  by  Mahoney  (M); 
E.  Martin  (L)  second, Davis  (L)  third, 
Colby  (M)  fourth.  Time  min.,  5 3-5 
seconds. 

Mile  run.  Won  by  Sewell  (M) ; O'- 
Malley (M)  second,  Bower  (L)  third, 
Cleary  (M)  fourth.  Time  5 min.,  54  3-5 
seconds. 

Standing  Broad  Jump.  Won  by  Mur- 
phy (M);  Colby  (M)  second,  Demeter 
(L)  and  Moloney  (L)  tied  for  third. 
Distance  8 ft.,  5 inches 
Running  High  Jump.  Arbeene  (M) 
and  Dunton  (L)  tied  for  first  at  5 ft.  2 
inches;  Laird  (L)  third,  Berry  (M)  and 
Dean  (M)  tied  for  fourth. 

Shot  Put.  Won  by  Fine  (L)  distance 
37  ft.  9 inches;  Povah  (L)  second,  Leven- 
son (L)  third,  J.  Martin  (L)  fourth. 
Relays. 

Intermediate  won  by  Latin  (Duntley, 
Bresnahan,  Swartz,  Godkin,  Finnegan, 
O’Neil). 

Junior , won  by  Latin  (Merrill,  Ward. 
Cavin,  Kroetsch). 

M.  A.  H.  S.  45. 


Dorchester  High,  52.  B.  L.,  25. 

The  least  said  about  this  meet,  the 
better,  for  Latin  school  failed  to  get  a 
straight  first  place.  However,  Latin’s 
men  did  their  best,  but  each  of  Dorches- 
ter’s men  was  quick  at  the  start,  and 
that  counted  for  a lot  in  the  sprints. 

Perhaps  the  best  race  of  the  meet 
was  the  1000-yard,  in  which  there  was  a 
desperate  struggle  for  the  lead  by  Mur- 
phy of  Dorchester  and  Ernest  Martin, 
which  was  gained  in  the  last  lap  by  the 
former,  after  which  Cutter  Davis  made 
a wonderful  spurt,  coming  from  last 
place  to  second  at  the  tape. 

The  Summary. 

30 -yard  dash.  Won  by  Cole  (D) ; Segal 
(D)  second,  Rice  (L)  third,  Duntley 
(L)  fourth.  Time  3 4-5  seconds. 

35 -yard  Hurdles.  Won  by  Wischtokat 
(D) ; McGrath  (L)  second,  O’Connell  (D) 
third,  Anderson  (D)  fourth.  Time  4 
4-5  seconds. 

300-yard  run.  Won  by  Sullivan  (D) ; 
O’Neil  (L)  second,  Cameron  (D)  third, 
Cousens  (L)  fourth.  Time  3 4-5  seconds. 

600 -yard  run.  Won  by  Brett  (D); 
Moloney  (L)  second,  Corrigan  (D)  third, 
Cook  (L)  fourth.  Time,  1 min.,  38  3-5 
seconds. 

1000 -yard  run.  Won  by  Murphy  (D); 
Davis  (L)  second,  E.  Martin  (L)  third, 
Moles  (D)  fourth.  Time,  3 min.,  2 3-5 
seconds. 

Mile  Run.  No  Latin  men  placed.  The 
Dorchester  men  finished  in  the  following 
order:  Silva,  Toland,  Berman  and 
1 witchell.  lime  5 min.,  51  seconds. 

Running  High  Jump.  Tie  for  first  be- 
tween Light  (D)  and  Dunton  (L);  Laird 
(L)  third;  tie  for  fourth  between  Kim- 
ball and  Gorman  of  Dorchester. 
Height  4 ft.,  11  inches. 

Shot  Put.  Cancelled,  on  account  of 
broken  strap. 


Score  B.  L.  S.  54 
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On  Wednesday.  Febuary  18th,  our 
intermediate  and  junior  relay  teams  went 
to  Dorchester,  and  the  result  was: 

Junior  Relay  won  by  Dorchester  High. 
Latin’s  team  was:  Laron,  Gavin,  Kroet- 
sch,  Ward,  Keough,  Kyle,  McCarron, 
Donahue,  Travers,  Crosby,  Cohen,  Mer- 
rill. 

Intermediate  Relay  won  by  Boston  Lat- 
in. (Duntley,  Godkin,  Cimerblatt,  O’ 
Neill).  In  a small  meet  our  intermedi- 
ates defeated  Dorchester’s  301^  to 
293^2,  while  Dorchester’s  juniors  defeated 
ours  43  to  6. 

In  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  Interscholastic  meet, 
thanks  to  our  Juniors,  we  tied  for  third 
place  with  Dorchester  with  16J^  points. 
Merrill  won  third  in  the  junior  35-yard 
dash,  and  first  in  the  200-yard  dash, 
while  Wing  was  third  in  the  latter. 
Sydney  Laird  won  the  intermediate 
high  jump,  and  Quinn  was  tied  for  sec- 
ond place  in  the  Senior  high  jump. 
Besides  this  our  Junior  relay,  Wing, 
Keough  Gavin,  Merrill,  beat  Mechanic 
Arts  and  Huntington  in  a three  team 
race,  while  our  intermediate  team  came 
in  second  in  a similar  race. 


The  Summary. 

Score,  B.  L.  S.  1.  B.  H.  S.  3 

Goals  made  by  Cahill,  Cousens  2.  Rourke 
Referee,  Murray.  Assistant  Referee, 
O'Brien.  Goal  Umpires,  Mooney  and 
Ginnes.  Timers,  Peterson  and  McDon- 
ald. Time,  two  20-min.  halves. 


Brighton  H.  S. 
lw.  Earle 
c.  Kenefick 
r.  Rourke 
rw.  Finnegan 
c.p.  Simons 
p.  Pierce 
g.  Fitzgerald 


Boston  Latin. 
E.  Martin  rw. 
Elston  c. 
Cousens  r. 
Enwight  lw. 
Cahill  cp. 
Madden  p. 
McCarthy  g. 


In  the  January  number  of  The  Regis- 
ter Edmund  O’Callaghan’s  name  was 
omitted  from  the  list  of  football  “L” 
men.  This  was  due  to  the  carelessness 
of  the  editor,  and  an  apology  is  hereby 
made,  for  O’Callaghan  was  one  of  the 
best  men  on  the  team,  and  the  last  to  be 
omitted  from  our  gridion  stars. 


Hockey 

Owing  to  the  new  eligibility  rules 
Bennet  Murray  of  Class  II  resigned  the 
captaincy  of  the  team,  and  Styx  Cahill, 
last  fall’s  brilliant  quarterback,  was  elect- 
ed in  his  place.  The  following  men 
are  members  of  the  squad,  Cahill,  En- 
wright,  Murphy,  E.  Martin,  Cousens, 
McCarthy,  Elston,  Madden,  and  Flynn. 
Owing  to  inclement  weather  Manager 
Nelson  has  been  obliged  to  cancel  most 
of  the  games.  However,  one  good  game 
was  played  at  the  Arena  in  which  our 
team  beat  the  crack  Brighton  High  team 
headed  by  Kenefick  an  old  Latin  school 
hockey  player. 


Swimming. 

For  the  fourth  time  this  year  a swim- 
ming captain  has  been  elected.  The 
last  choice  is  John  R.  Campbell  of  Class 
I.,  last  year’s  star  diver.  Captain 
Campbell  and  his  human  fish  are  practis- 
ing every  Tuesday  and  Friday  at  the 
Curtis  Hall  tank.  Wendt  in  the  diver, 
and  Dowd  in  the  plunge  are  the  only 
veterans  to  aid  Campbell ; but  Dolan  has 
shown  up  remarkably  well  in  the  dash 
while  Goldsmith,  Healy,  Kontoff  and 
Nangle  show  signs  of  being  speedy 
swimmers. 


“FARMER”  ’14. 


A d v e r t i 


To  the  Class  of  1914. 

The  Boy  who  attains  the  highest 
mark  in  the  class  of  1914  will  be 
given  a position  in  our  office  upon 
his  being  admitted  to  the  Massa- 
chusetts Bar. 

STONEMAN, 

GOULD  and  STONEMAN 


e m e n t s 
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CLASS  PINS 

Medals,  Charms  Kings,  Trophies 

DORRETY 

OF  BOSTON 

MAKER  OF  B.  L.  S.  SCHOOL  PIN 
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Swimming 

Tank 

BOSTON 
Y.M.  C.  A. 

320  Huntington 
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Address 

James  G.  Barnes 
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I am  a traveling  man.  My  business 
takes  me  into  every  corner  of  this  great 
United  States.  Sometimes,  but  alas!  it 
is  not  often,  I am  at  home  between  short 
trips  in  this  state.  As  a usual  thing,  I 
am  away  twice  a year,  each  time  for 
more  than  five  months  The  painfully 
short  time  during  which  I am  not  on  the 
road  is  for  the  most  part  spent  in  the 
company  of  my  loving  wife  and  children, 
and  could  not  possibly  be  spent  to  better 
advantage,  even  if  I were  1o  consider 
merely  my  own  enjoyment  during  that 
time.  A part  of  almost  every  day  at 
home  is  devoled  to  relating  some  in- 


teresting incident  within  range  of  my 
experience  or  that  of  my  acquaintances. 
I love  to  entertain  ihe  children,  and 
when  I have  finished  my  story,  my  re- 
ward is  their  interesting  conversation  a- 
bout  what  I have  just  told  them,  and 
their  expressions  of  delight,  if  the  tale  is 
a happy  one,  or  of  quiet  sadness,  if  it  is 
sad.  I always  try  to  tell  them  lighi , 
cheerful  stories,  as  I think  —yes  and 
know  now. — that  morbid  murder  or 
ghost  stories  with  their  frightful  details 
do  more  harm  than  good. 

My  wife  is  one  of  those  adorable  crea- 
tures who  sometimes  deign  to  inhabit  this 
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earlh  and  be  one  of  us.  After  fifteen 
years  I still  think  so.  She  is  all  that  the 
most  exacting  husband  could  want  his 
wife  to  be.  Our  children  — thanks  to 
their  mother  — are  wonderfully  beautiful. 
Otherwise  they  are  perfectly  normal. 
There  are  three  of  them.  Sammy,  the 
boy,  a good  fellow,  and  head  over  heels 
in  love  with  his  father,  is  fourteen. 
Mildred  is  a year  younger.  I can  best 
describe  her  by  comparing  her  with  her 
younger  sister,  Dolly,  ten  years  old,  who 
is  a little  star-eyed  nymph  with  golden 
curly  hair,  and  a smile  that  won’t  wash 
off,  though  Dolly,  with  her  mother’s  as- 
sistance, performs  that  operation  at  least 
seven  times  a day . In  physical  character- 
istics, Mildred  is  of  an  opposite  type. 
“Soulful”  would  best  describe  her  tem- 
perament. If  I may  be  forgiven  for 
saying  it,  she  is  my  favorite.  She  re- 
sembles her  mother,  in  that  she  has  a pair 
of  eyes  of  the  type  we  hear  about  so  often 
in  songs  and  love  stories, — dark  brown 
eyes,  full  of  expression,  languid,  dreamy, 
wonderful,  seeing  not  merely  external 
appearances  but  the  soul,  the  great  Why 
of  everything  at  which  she  looks.  I love 
to  watch  her  as  I run  through  some  such 
tale  for  their  benefit  as  “The  Donkey 
who  Brayed  in  B Flat,”  or,  “The  Bad 
Man  who  Couldn’t  Stay  Bad,”  or  some 
other  from  the  hundred  that  I know,  each 
one  of  them  possessing,  for  men  of  my 
profession,  a decided  commercial  value. 
Were  I to  try  to  remember  where  I got 
them,  I could  not.  They  have  come  to 
me  from  a thousand  minds,  in  a thousand 
places.  Sometimes  I relate  a personal 
experience  to  entertain  the  family.  Dur- 
ing six  months  of  constant  travel  some- 
thing is  pretty  likely  to  happen  to  a man, 
however  unromantic  or  prosaic  his  cos- 
mos may  be.  In  any  event,  he  is  sure 
to  hear  of  some  little  episode  in  every 


town  or  village  at  which  he  puts  up. 

Thus,  after  the  supper  hour  one  even- 
ing, not  long  ago,  I was  seated  in  my  com- 
fortable arm  chair,  gazing  into  the  fire- 
place, at  the  strange  flickering  move- 
ments of  the  gas-log  flame,  that  piteous 
substitute  for  the  cheery  crackling  flames 
on  the  hearths  of  old  fashioned  homes. 
I had  just  finished  my  cigar,  and  the 
children  were  watching  the  last  pale  blue 
ring  of  smoke  dissolve  in  the  air,  while 
I was  trying  to  put  my  two  arms  around 
the  whole  family  at  once  — an  exceedingly 
difficult  feat,  as  you  may  know,  if  you 
have  ever  tried  it.  Suddenly  Dolly, 
finishing  a huge  segment  of  cake,  burst 
out  with  a remark  that  was  “just  like 
her,”  humorous,  whimsical,  without  logic 
or  forethought.  She  asked  me  to  tell  her 
a story  about  Parker  House  Rolls,  which 
famous  delicacy  she  had  eaten  that  very 
morning.  I laughed  heartily,  as  did 
everybody  in  the  room.  What  a strange 
thing  to  think  about!  Suddenly  I broke 
off  in  the  midst  of  my  laughter  Not  so 
strange  after  all . I suddenly  remembered 
that  I knew,  even  in  detail,  a story  such 
as  the  child  asked  for,  and  a most  inter- 
esting one,  too.  I suppose  my  face  must 
have  worn  a strange  look,  for  Jeanette  — 
my  wife  — asked  me  if  anything  was 
wrong.  As  for  the  children,  they  im- 
mediately took  it  for  granted  that  I knew 
such  a story,  and  began  to  beg  me  to 
tell  it.  It  certainly  was  strange  that 
Dolly  should  think  of  that.  It  was  stran- 
ger that  a story  had  been  made  about 
such  a subject;  but  that  both  should  hap- 
pen,— well,  that  was  just  coincidence, 
that’s  all. 

I have  never  wanted  to  tell  the  chil- 
dren murder  stories  or  ghost  stories,  par- 
ticularly at  night,  but  this  time  my  mind 
must  have  been  far  away,  for  before  I 
was  aware  of  what  I was  doing,  I had 
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heeded  their  petitions,  and  was  well  on 
into  the  story.  I will  not  attempt  to  re- 
produce it  here  in  all  the  picturesqueness 
and  exactness  of  detail  with  which  I was 
able  to  surround  it  for  their  entertain- 
ment, as  it  would  take  too  long.  It 
took  up  a whole  evening.  It  is  not  so 
much  the  story  as  its  effect,  which  I 
want  to  tell.  However  I will  outline  it 
right  here. 

The  story  wasabout  the  West.  A man 
was  on  trial  for  his  life.  He  had  dis- 
agreed with  another  man  in  a barroom 
fight  over  cards.  The  men  had  been  sep- 
arated before  either  could  use  the  gun 
he  had  so  readily  drawn.  The  fight  was 
apparently  soon  forgotten.  The  next 
day,  however,  one  of  the  two,  Wharton, 
was  found  dead  in  a lonely  spot  on  the 
road,  at  the  bottom  of  a gully.  The 
other  man,  Baird,  had  been  seen  with 
him  about  a mile  from  the  spot  on  the 
day  of  the  murder.  He  said  he  had  gone 
so  far  up  the  road  with  Wharton,  but  had 
left  him  at  the  forks  in  the  road.  After 
riding  a short  distance  he  had  heard  a 
shot,  and  had  gone  back.  He  found 
Wharton’s  horse,  and  farther  back, 
Wharton  himself,  shot  through  the  left 
temple.  Fearing  to  speak  on  account 
of  the  previous  quarrel,  he  had  left  the 
man  there,  as  he  was  beyond  hope,  stone 
dead.  He  had  gone  back  to  his  ranch 
to  await  developments.  Of  course,  no 
one  believed  his  story.  What  had  really 
happened  was  just  what  Baird  had  said. 
A fellow  who  camped  near  there  with 
a gambler  and  card  sharp,  “bad  man”  in 
general,  had  had  a long  standing  grudge 
against  Wharton.  Knowing  Baird  would 
be  blamed,  he  took  his  opportunity  and 
“killed  his  man.”  About  a week  later, 
he  himself  was  injured  in  another  of 
those  fights  that  are  so  frequent  where 
law  is  lax.  He  was  part  Indian,  part  Mex- 


ican, and  the  rest  white,  and  was  on  the 
worst  side  of  every  argument  he  entered 
into.  He  wras  given  up  by  a doctor  to 
die,  and  determined  to  confess,  and  so 
have  the  innocent  Baird  freed.  He 
shared  a cabin  with  another  fellow'  w'ho 
wras,  if  anything,  worse  than  he.  An- 
other factor  now  entered  ihe  case. 
Gentleman  Joe  Warren,  ihe  half-breed’s 
“pal,”  also  held  a grudge,  not  against 
the  murdered  man,  but  against  the 
man  who  was  on  trial.  Sanchez,  the 
Mexican,  had  given  him  a signed  con- 
fession to  take  to  Little  Oaks,  where  the 
1 rial  was  in  progress.  Instead  of  taking 
it,  Warren  calmly  lit  a malch  to  it,  but 
led  Sanchez  to  believe  it  had  been  de- 
livered. Warren  reasoned  that  this  w'as 
an  excellent  wray  of  getting  rid  of  his 
enemy,  It  was  not  a crime  of  commis- 
sion, but  of  omission.  Sanchez,  knowr- 
ing  he  wras  dying,  and  suspecting  the 
confession  had  not  found  its  way  to 
Little  Oaks,  determined  to  make  a last 
desperate  attempt  to  secure  an  innocent 
man’s  Ireedom.  Living,  he  would  not 
have  wmnted  to  do  it,  as  it  would  have 
meant  his  own  execution,  but  now, 
doomed  by  his  doctor  to  death,  anyway, 
he  determined  to  save  the  other  man. 
According  to  his  logic,  he  would  atone 
for  his  crime.  Perhaps  he  would ; no  one 
can  know  that.  His  chief  difficulty, 
then,  lay  in  getting  Warren  awray  from 
the  cabin  long  enough  for  him  to  get  out 
to  the  road,  one  hundred  yards  distant, 
with  the  message  for  Little  Oaks.  He 
picked  on  an  almost  ludicrously  trivial 
thing  as  his  reason,  and  succeeded.  It 
seems  that  he  had  developed  a fondness — - 
acquired  in  some  small  hostelry  farther 
East  — for  Parker  House  Rolls.  He 
begged  Warren  to  get  him  some.  The 
nearest  store  wras  five  miles  distant,  but 
the  cook  on  the  next  ranch  was  famous  for 
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making  the  rolls  and  other  delicacies. 
Thinking  this  merely  a freak  of  delirium, 
Warren  went  to  the  next  ranch,  but 
locked  the  doors,  and  left  no  chance  for 
Sanchez  to  escape  or  to  do  any  writing. 

As  soon  as  he  had  left,  the  half-breed, 
with  an  effort  that  was  to  cost  him  his 
life,  finally  broke  down  the  door,  after 
he  had  shaved  away  the  wooden  fas- 
tenings with  pieces  of  glass  from  his 
medicine  bottle.  Finally  he  was  free.  He 
could  find  no  paper  but  he  had  a blue  pen- 
cil. He  quickly  seized  a long  roll  of  band- 
age cloth,  and  hastily  scribbled  his  con- 
fession. The  red  blood  from  his  wound, 
dripping  on  the  cloth,  and  the  blue  pencil 
markings  on  the  white  background,  made 
his  act  seem  to  be  a very  patriotic  one, 
indeed.  He  dragged  himself  out  to  the 
road,  now  bleeding  profusely,  as  the  ex- 
ertion had  opened  his  wound.  Once  out 
there,  he  began  to  beckon  wildly  to  a 
horseman  coming  down  the  road.  Soon 
a second  horseman  appeared  coming 
down  a side  road.  It  was  Warren. 
There  was  a race,  The  stranger  won. 
Sanchez,  gasping  for  breath,  flung  the 
streaming  white  cloth  into  the  stranger’s 
hands,  and  fell  back  lifeless.  The  best 
thing  Warren  could  do  was  open  fire. 
He  fired  twice,  and  missed.  The  man 
was  already  too  far  away.  The  next 
best  thing  he  could  do  was  curse,  and  he 
did  it  in  his  most  able  manner.  And 
then — a splendid  example  of  his  indiffer- 
ence of  spirit — he  ignored  Sanchez  and 
returned  to  the  cabin  to  eat  the  rolls. 
Baird  was  free.  Sanchez  had  given  his 
life,  for  the  life  he  had  taken.  There 
may  have  been  a balance  there.  The 
good  in  the  man  had  triumphed  at  the 
last. 

* * * * 

That  episode  had  happened  a week  be- 
fore I arrived  there.  As  a result,  it  was 


iresh  in  the  minds  of  all  the  ranch  men 
and  cowpunchers,  who  were  all  eager  to 
relate  it  to  me,  or  to  any  stranger.  I 
have  given  it  herein  outline.  Even  I, 
man  though  I am,  was  affected  greatly 
when  I heard  it  with  all  the  embellish- 
ments and  ardor  which  those  eye-wit- 
nesses were  capable  of  producing.  The 
children,  listening  to  a fuller  recital  of  it 
than  1 have  given  here,  were  greatly 
agitated.  I saw  I had  made  a mistake. 
It  was  too  horrible  and  terrifying  in  the 
original  colors — red  predominated — for 
their  minds  to  assimilate  at  nine  o’clock 
at  night.  I mentally  kicked  myself  for 
telling  them  the  story,  and  we  all  soon 
retired. 

During  the  night,  Dolly — our  own 
dear  sweet  little  Dolly — had  the  closest 
call  a child  has  ever  had.  I had  heard 
her  in  her  sleep,  talking  about  the  tale 
I had  told.  Soon  I heard  her  walking 
around,  stumbling  over  chairs,  and 
banging  her  toes  against  the  legs  of 
chairs,  and  beds.  I jumped  up  and 
rushed  into  her  room,  for  I had  heard 
the  window  pane  rattle.  As  I ran  into 
the  child’s  room  in  the  dim  light,  I could 
see  her  stumbling  around  by  the  window. 
It  was  open.  She  was  muttering  “I’ll 
shoot!  I’ll  shoot  if  you  move!  I’m  dying! 
Oh!  Oh!”  Before  I could  reach  the 
child  to  catch  her,  she  had  leaned  out — - 
and  the  window  was  deserted. 

What  happened  next  I do  not  know. 
I heard  a sickening  crash  on  the  tin 
porch  roof.  I remembered  the  roof 
sloped.  Another  instant,  and  then  a 
quick  muffled  thud.  Dolly,  my  Dolly, 
our  joy  and  treasure,  lay  somewhere 
down  there  on  the  grass,  crushed, 
mangled — dead! — I thought.  “O  God, 
give  me  her  life  back!”  I prayed.  It 
was  the  most  awful  moment  of  my  life. 
The  others  had  heard  the  noise  and 
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came  rushing  into  the  room.  I lost  my 
head  completely,  and  jumped  out  after 
“my  Dolly.”  I landed  on  my  feet  on 
the  roof,  and  from  there  it  was  but  a 
little  drop  to  the  grass.  I made  it  without 
being  badly  injured.  There  she  lay!  I 
could  see  her  little  white  draped  figure 
lying  limp  on  the  grass  plot  at  the  side 
of  the  house.  I bent  over  her.  She  was 
breathing!  but  oh  so  softly!  I thanked 
God  fervently  for  the  miracle  and  picked 
up  our  little  girl,  and  carried  her  into 
the  house. 


God  was  good.  Only  a broken  ankle 
and  bruises,  the  doctor  assured  us.  I 
myself  was  pretty  well  shaken  up,  but 
did  not  notice  it  until  the  whole  affair  was 
over.  The  reaction,  I suppose  it  was, 
and  what  did  it  matter,  after  all?  Dolly 
was  saved!  To  the  older  people  who 
read  my  simple  narrative  I offer  this  ad- 
vice. Profit  by  my  mistake.  If  you 
want  to  tell  the  younger  children  of  the 
family  murder  stories  or  ghost  stories  at 
night — don’t  do  it! 

H.  T.  L.  ’14 


THE  MINERS  OF  SAN  ANDRES 


The  sun  was  setting  on  the  little  min- 
ing town  of  San  Andres,  and  the  miners, 
all  Mexicans,  were  leaving  and  hurrying 
to  their  homes. 

They  made  a strange  picture  as  they 
hurried  along,  and  clad  as  they  were  in 
greasy,  dirty  tight-fitting  suits,  with 
enormous  sombreros  on  their  heads,  they 
seemed  to  have  been  taken  out  bodily 
from  the  usual  Wild  West  Show  of  to- 
day. 

Most  of  them  walked  alone,  but  oc- 
casionally a group,  chatting  and  laugh- 
ing, would  come  along  the  path.  It  was 
such  a group  that  was  now  coming  along. 
There  were  five  men  in  it,  three  of  whom 
were  married  while  the  other  two  were 
single. 

It  seemed  that  the  three  married  men 
were  trying  to  persuade  the  other  two  to 
do  something  which  they  were  unwill- 
ing to  do;  for  they  shook  their  heads  de- 
terminedly each  time  they  were  ad- 
dressed. As  the  group  drew  nearer,  its 
members  might  be  made  out  clearly. 
One  familiar  with  the  inhabitants  of  San 
Andres  would  have  told  you  immediate- 
ly that  the  two  young  unmarried  men 
were  Pedro  Santanez  and  Francisco 
Valera,  foreman  and  assistant  foreman 
respectively  of  the  mine,  while  the  other 


three  were  inferior  officers  connected 
with  the  mine  in  some  way. 

As  they  drew  near,  their  conversation 
might  be  made  out.  A little  fat  man, 
one  of  the  three  married  men,  was  speak- 
ing. 

“But  only  for  an  hour,”  he  persisted. 
“A  quiet  little  game,  — surely  you  will 
not  refuse  a quiet  little  game,  senors?” 

“I  have  other  things  to  do  to-night  be- 
sides the  playing  of  cards,’’  declared 
Santanez.  “I  am  sorry,  senors,  but  I 
must  refuse.  Farewell;”  and  he  was  off 
down  the  path. 

Valera  also  turned  to  the  group. 

“I,  too,  have  an  engagement  to-night,” 
he  said.  “I  must  leave  you,  also.” 

He  turned  and  ran  down  the  path  to 
catch  up  with  Santanez. 

The  little  man  watched  them  with  a 
perplexed  look  for  a while,  and  then  a 
.mischievous  twinkle  came  into  his  eyes 
as  he  shouted  to  the  retreating  pair. 

“My  regards  to  the  senoritaswho  will 
have  the  pleasure  of  your  company  to- 
night, senors!”  Strange  to  say,  both 
young  men  blushed  to  their  very  ears  on 
hearing  this  remark. 

The  two  walked  along  homeward  to- 
gether in  silence,  and  now  and  then  one 
would  steal  a covert  glance  at  the  other. 
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At  the  cross-roads  they  separated,  and 
as  they  did  so  the  same  thought  was  in 
either  mind,  namely,  where  was  the  other 
going  that  night? 

As  soon  as  they  reached  their  homes, 
however,  they  quickly  forgot  the  thought 
for  they  both  had  things  to  attend  to. 
From  now  on  their  actions  seem  to  bear 
a strange  similarity.  As  soon  as  they 
reached  home,  they  both  immediately 
took  off  their  greasy,  dirty  clothes  and 
put  on  magnificent  suits  of  velvet,  to- 
gether with  fine  new  sombreros.  Then 
each  took  down  from  the  wall  a guitar 
and  set  out. 

Now,  however,  their  actions  begin  to 
differ  somewhat,  for  Santanez  went 
straight  on  to  his  destination,  while 
Valera  went  ahead  leisurely,  stopping 
now  and  then  to  enjoy  the  cool  night 
breeze  and  the  soft  moon-light. 

He  walked  on  dreamily,  now  and  then 
strumming  a tune  on  his  guitar  as  he 
went.  On  and  on  he  walked,  until  he  saw 
before  him  shining  out  of  a grove  of  trees, 
a beautiful  white  hacienda. 

Immediately  his  manner  changed. 
He  quickened  his  steps,  and  a look  of  joy 
came  into  his  eyes.  Joyfully  he  hurried 
forward  on  the  gravel  walk  and  stopped 
finally  by  a magnificent  overhanging 
bush.  Unslinging  his  guitar,  he 
strummed  a few  measures  preparatory 
to  his  serenade.  Suddenly  he  stopped. 

What  was  that?  He  listened  again, 
doubting  his  own  ears.  Surely  he  must 
have  been  mistaken.  A rival?  Who 
should  dare  to  be  his  rival?  Surely,  he 
had  merely  imagined  hearing  that  other 
serenade.  Again  he  listened,  and  as  he 
did  so,  his  heart  flamed  within  him,  for, 
coming  from  the  rear  of  the  hacienda, 
softly  but  unmistakably,  was  the  sound 
of  a man’s  voice  raised  in  song. 

Valera  was  bursting  with  anger.  A 
rival?  He  would  see  to  that!  Hastily 


slinging  his  guitar  over  his  shoulder,  again 
he  dashed  forward  and,  snake-like  wound 
his  way  through  the  bushes  until  he  was 
in  the  rear  of  the  hacienda.  Sure  enough, 
there  in  the  center  of  the  glade  stood  a 
man,  guitar  in  hand,  singing  a serenade 
to  his  love. 

Valera,  peering  through  the  bushes, 
sought  to  make  out  his  features.  He  had 
not  long  to  wait,  for  at  that  instant  a 
ray  of  the  moon  lit  up  the  face  of  his 
rival.  Valera  almost  tumbled  back  into 
the  bushes  again,  for  in  that  one  in- 
stant he  had  seen  that  his  rival  was  no 
other  than  the  foreman  of  the  mine, 
Pedro  Santanez! 

Valera  immediately  recovered  himself 
and  gazed  with  hatred  in  his  eyes  at  his 
rival.  Pedro  Santanez  his  rival!  Ah, 
so  that  one  had  deceived  his  friend, 
Valera.  He  had  not  told  him  that  he 
was  going  to  his  love  that  night.  Pedro 
Santanez  his  rival!  Valera  cursed  an- 
grily. Never,  never  would  he  permit  him- 
self to  be  beaten!  But  how  avert  it? 
He  thought  quickly.  How?  There  was 
but  one  way.  Pedro  Santanez,  living, 
was  a dangerous  rival,  but  Pedro  San- 
tanez, dead — who  knows? 

He  laughed  a cruel,  bitter  laugh  as  he 
drew  a long,  wicked-looking  knife 
from  his  belt.  His  mind  was  now  made 
up,  for  there  seemed  but  one  thing  for 
him  to  do.  He  would  kill  Santanez. 

Crouching,  he  crept  forward  toward  his 
victim  with  knife  upraised.  Santanez, 
all  unaware  of  approaching  danger,  kept 
on  with  his  song,  and  all  the  time  he 
watched  a little  window  of  the  hacienda, 
seeking  for  somesign  of  requited  love. 

Valera,  creeping  forward,  smiled  cruel- 
ly as  he  heard  the  lover’s  song.  Sud- 
denly he  stopped  and  his  mouth  gaped 
with  astonishment  which  soon  turned  to 
rage,  for  from  the  little  window  overhead 
a hand  stretched  out  and  dropped  a rose 


Latin 


School  Register 


9 


at  the  feet  of  Santanez! 

The  serenader  stooped  joyfully  to  pick 
it  up  and  to  press  it  to  his  lips.  Valera 
was  choking  with  rage.  He  lifted  his 
knife  and  started  to  run  forward  and 
pounce  upon  his  enemy.  He  checked  the 
impulse  immediately,  however,  and  then 
he  slowly  sheathed  his  knife.  What 
would  be  gained,  he  reasoned?  He 
would  be  seen,  and  then  he  would  be 
arrested  and  killed.  Xo,  he  thought,  he 
would  wait. 

He  started  to  walk  slowly  away  from 
the  scene,  but  suddenly  he  turned,  and, 
with  a terrible  look  of  hatred  at  the  lovers 
now  locked  in  a fond  embrace  on  the  step 
of  the  hacienda,  he  hissed  savagely. 

“Pedro  Santanez,  Francisco  Valera 
needs  to  be  insulted  but  once!  Beware, 
dog,  beware!” 

And  he  slunk  off  into  the  night. 

* * * * 

It  was  the  next  morning.  The  Mexi- 
can miners  were  returning  to  their  work. 
Slowly  they  trooped  onto  the  scene  one 
by  one,  and  one  by  one  they  stepped  into 
the  lift  and  were  lowered  down  into  the 
mine. 

Neither  Sanlanez  nor  Valera  had  ar- 
rived yet,  but  work  had  already  com- 
menced. Finally  Valera  arrived.  He 
was  in  much  ihe  same  state  of  mind  as  on 
the  night  before,  cursing  and  hating 
Santanez  with  all  his  heart.  He  sat 
down  roughly  on  a box  and  brooded  over 
his  revenge. 

How  was  he  to  gain  1 his  revenge?  He 
medilated.  There  was  one  thing  suie: 
Santanez  was  doomed.  Xo  mercy  was 
in  the  heart  of  the  man  sealed  there. 
Santanez  must  die,  he  told  himself. 

Yet  how  could  he  kill  him  so  that  it 
would  seem  an  accident?  Ah,  that  was 
it  — so  that  it  would  seem  an  accident? 
His  eyes  wandered  over  the  place  and 
then  they  rested  on  the  lift  that  carried 
the  miners  into  and  out  from  the  mine. 


At  first  he  gazed  at  it  vacantly,  but  sud- 
denly an  idea  came  to  him. 

Supposing  a piece  of  dynamite  should 
be  so  arranged  on  the  bottom  of  that  lift, 
lhat  if  the  lift  was  to  be  lowered,  the 
dynamite  would  explode  at  a certain 
poini  ? Supposing,  moreovei , that  a 
man’s  worst  enemy  should  happen  to  be 
standing  in  the  exact  place  where  the 
dynamite  was  to  explode? 

These  fiendish  thoughts  passed  like 
lightning  through  the  brain  of  that  half- 
crazed  man,  and  slowly  a cruel,  bitter 
smile  came  on  his  face.  A chance  for 
revenge  at  last!  He  would  hide  until 
Santanez  should  come  and  then — . A- 
gain  he  smiled  lhat  terrible,  cruel  smile. 

He  ceased  to  think  and  began  to  act, 
for  far  up  the  path  he  saw  approaching  a 
figure  that  resembled  that  of  Pedro  San- 
tanez. Hastily  he  hid  behind  a rock  and 
awaited  developments. 

Santanez,  for  it  was  he,  drew  near. 
Accompanying  him  were  the  same  in- 
ferior officers  who  had  been  with  him  the 
night  before,  and  these,  as  soon  as  the 
group  arrived  at  the  mine,  called  his  at- 
tention to  some  change  which  they 
thought  ought  to  be  made  in  one  of  the 
tunnels  in  the  mine.  Santanez  ruminated. 
Finally  he  called  to  a few  men  working 
on  the  outside  of  the  mine. 

“Come,”  said  he.  “I  shall  need  you 
for  work  in  the  tunnel.” 

The  men  stopped  their  work  imme- 
diately and  entered  the  lift  that  was  to 
take  the  party  down  into  the  mine.  San- 
tanez and  his  assistants  also  stepped  in- 
to the  lift,  and  slowly  they  descended. 

Valera,  crouching  behind  the  rock, 
watched  them  feverishly.  No  sooner  had 
they  descended  below  the  level  of  the 
ground  than  he  darted  from  his  place  be- 
hind the  rock  to  a box  painted  in  large 
white  letters: 

DYNAMITE! 

Thrusting  his  hand  in,  he  withdrew  a 


0 


L a t i n 


School  Register 


stick  of  the  deadly  explosive.  Creeping 
back  to  the  entrance  to  the  mine,  he 
peered  down  the  shaft  and  saw  that  the 
party  had  already  left  and  had  entered 
the  tunnel.  Then  hurriedly , he  began  to 
hoist  the  lift  to  the  level  of  the  ground. 
Taking  a piece  of  fuse  from  his  pocket,  he 
began  to  figure  how  much  he  would  need. 
His  practiced  eye  immediately  took  in  the 
situation,  and  he  hastily  snipped  off  the 
fuse  at  the  point  where  his  judgment 
told  him  it  was  necessary.  He  then 
fastened  ihe  stick  of  dynamite  and  its 
fuse  to  the  lift,  and  then  — he  lighted 
the  fuse. 

Slowly  the  lift  began  to  descend.  He 
had  calculated  to  a nicety  how  much  fuse 
he  would  need,  and  he  knew  just  about 
at  wdiat  time  the  fuse  would  explode. 
It  would  explode  at  the  first  tunnel ; Pedro 
Santanez  was  just  in  that  place.  Valera 
smiled  sardonically  as  he  thought  of  the 
doom  awaiting  his  rival. 

Still  the  lift  was  descending.  It  would 
take  quite  a while  yet  before  it  would 
reach  the  first  tunnel,  he  reasoned.  Oh, 
yes,  quite  a while,  but  after. — 
CRASH  ! ! ! 

Valera  was  thrown  to  the  ground  with 
terrible  force.  He  lay  unconscious  for  a 
few  moments.  At  last  he  opened  his  eyes 
dazedly.  He  gazed  around  vacantly  for 
a while,  but  finally  his  reason  came  back 
and  with  it  returned  his  deadly  purpose. 

Hastily  he  jumped  up  and  ran  to  the 
shaft.  In  a moment  he  saw  what  had 
happened.  He  had  used  a defective  fuse 
and  the  result  was  what  he  saw  before 
him.  The  fuse  had  quickly  burned 
through, — much  faster  than  he  had 
reckoned  on,  and  the  dynamite  had  ex- 
ploded far  above  the  first  tunnel,  where 
Santanez  was. 

A realization  of  his  position  and  a sense 
of  defeat  came  over  him  as  he  saw  what 
had  happened  and  he  gazed  sadly  down 
the  shaft.  Immediately  his  manner 


changed,  for  on  looking  down  the  shaft, 
he  saw  a sight  which  brought  diabolical 
joy  to  his  eyes.  He  saw  that,  when  the 
dynamite  had  exploded,  it  had  blown  out 
the  sides  of  the  shaft,  and  the  wreckage 
in  descending  had  completely  blocked  the 
entrance,  while  terrible  nauseating  va- 
pors were  emanating  from  the  broken 
walls. 

With  fiendish  ioy  he  gloated  over  the 
result.  It  was  even  better  than  he  had 
hoped  for!  Santanez,  his  rival,  would 
be  killed,  and  in  such  a way:  The  men 
walled  up  there  in  the  mine  could  live 
but  fifteen  minutes  at  the  most  in  those 
terrible  vapors  and  gases.  They  would 
die, — die  like  dogs! 

He  was  chuckling  with  maniacal  glee. 
Suddenly  he  was  aroused  by  hearing 
screams  and  cries  coming  from  somewhere 
behind  him.  He  turned  and  beheld  rim- 
ing toward  him  a crowd  of  women  and 
children,  lamenting  and  screaming  at  the 
tops  of  their  voices.  A feeling  of  re- 
morse for  what  he  had  done  clutched  for 
a moment  at  his  heart,  for  he  recognized 
the  people.  They  were  the  families  of 
the  entombed  miners. 

They  W'ere  almost  upon  him  nowr,  but 
they  disregarded  him  altogether.  In- 
stead, they  ran  immediately  to  the  en- 
trance to  the  mine,  and  when  they  saw 
the  damage  to  the  shaft,  they  screamed 
again  and  called  for  their  husbands  and 
fathers  in  vain. 

Finally  they  caught  sight  of  Valera 
standing  wretchedly  and  miserably  at  one 
side.  They  surrounded  him  immediate- 
ly and  asked  in  heart-broken  voices  if 
their  husbands  were  among  those  in  the 
mine.  Valera  nodded  miserably.  He 
was  suffering  terrible  remorse  for  what 
he  had  done.  Now  a woman  in  a ragged 
gray  shawl  was  speaking. 

“Senor,  can  they  not  be  saved?”  she 
asked  beseechingly.  Valera  shook  his 
head. 
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‘‘But,  senor,”  she  persisted,  “could 
you  — could  not  you  , senor,  take  a pick 
and  but  give  them  air?” 

Valera  started  and  looked  at  her  swift- 
ly. Could  he  do  it?  Would  he  do  it? 
The  thought  kept  ringing  in  his  brain.  Do 
what?  Save  the  men?  Save  Pedro 
Santanez?  Xo,  he  reiterated  he  would 
save  the  men  if  he  could  do  so  without 
saving  Santanez  — but  if  it  were  nec- 
essary that  the  men  should  die  so  that 
Santanez  might  die,  then  they  would  die! 

The  woman  in  the  gray  shawl  repeated 
what  she  had  said.  He  shook  his  head 
sadly  but  firmly,  and  again  the  scream- 
ing and  lament ing  began.  A second  time 
he  was  struck  with  remorse,  but  still  he 
held.  Now  a tattered  little  boy  came  up 
weeping  to  Valera. 

“Please,  senor,”  he  begged,  “please 
save  my  father!” 

Valera  looked  down  at  him  with  a tear 
in  his  eye,  but  again  he  shook  his  head. 
The  wailing  and  lamenting  went  on. 

“Oh,  senor,  have  you  never  been  in 
love?”  Valera  started  as  if  shot.  Love?  A 
strange  feeling  gripped  his  heart.  Love? 
He  glanced  down  at  her  who  had  spoken. 
She  was  a mere  slip  of  a girl,  but  she  was 
very  pretty.  Valera’s  eyes  filled  as  he 
gazed  at  her,  and  his  voice  was  soft  when 
he  spoke.  “Why  do  you  ask,  little  seno- 
rita?”  he  demanded 

“Senor,  Ferdinando  Poscez  is  my  be- 
brothed,  and  he  — and  he  is  down  there 
in  the  mine.  Senor,  senor,  save  him!  — 
for  my  sake  — save  him!” 

She  threw  herself  on  Valera  and  looked 
up  at  him  with  a look  of  longing  in  her 
eyes.  A great  struggle  was  going  on  in 
the  heart  of  Valera,  but  finally  the  good 
conquered.  He  gazed  down  at  the  fresh 
young  face  of  the  girl  before  him  sadly. 

“I  will  go,  little  senorita, — for  I,  too, 
was  once  in  love.” 

He  pushed  his  way  through  the  crowd 


of  weeping  women  to  the  wrecked  shaft. 
The  sickening  vapors  that  arose  drove 
him  back  the  first  time,  but  he  pushed  on 
and,  on  the  second  attempt,  grasping  the 
wire  cable  that  still  hung  from  the  wheel 
overhead,  he  soon  disappeared  below  the 
level  of  the  ground. 

The  group  of  weeping  women  and  chil- 
dren watched  the  entrance  to  the  mine 
feverishly.  A minute  passed,  and  then 
Valera  appeared,  carrying  in  his  arms 
an  unconscious  man.  He  laid  him  on 
the  ground  and  once  more  he  disappeared 
within  the  mine.  The  rescued  man,  in 
the  fresh  air,  soon  recovered  his  senses 
and  he  opened  his  eyes  and  gazed  around. 
The  women  and  children  immediately 
spoke  to  him  in  recognition,  for  he  was 
none  other  than  Pedro  Santanez. 

Time  and  time  again  Valera  brought 
an  unconscious  man  up  to  the  open  air. 
Now  all  the  rescued  men  were  standing 
on  the  ground  above,  safe  among  their 
own  people. 

Pedro  Santanez  was  the  first  to  think 
of  the  man  who  had  saved  their  lives.  He 
turned  to  the  crowd  of  men  and  women. 

“Who  was  the  brave  man  who  saved 
all  our  lives?”  he  demanded 

The  little  slip  of  a girl  who  in  reality 
had  been  the  cause,  for  they  had  all 
been  saved,  spoke  up. 

“It  was  Francisco  Valera,  senor,”  she 
said.  “Francisco  Valera?”  repeated  San- 
tanez. “Where  is  he?  I do  not  see  him 
here.”  The  man  who  had  been  taken  out 
of  the  mine  last  spoke.  “He  must  be  in 
the  mine,  -senor,”  he  said.  “I  was  taken 
out  last,  I think,  and  after  he  took  me  out 
he  went  into  the  mine  again.” 

Santanez  hesitated  for  a moment,  and 
then  he  darted  to  the  opening  of  the 
mine.  “Valera!”  He  shouted.  “Fran- 
cisco Valera ! Are  you  alive?”  There  was 
no  answer. 


Arthur  W.  Marget,  T6 
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At  this  Time  of  Year 

Killing  time  is  the  easy  way  of  becom- 
ing a dead  one  next  June. 

* * * * * * 

A fellow  from  school,  visiting  Washing- 
ton during  the  April  vacation,  went  into 
a restaurant  and  the  following  conver- 
sation took  place: — 

Jones: — Got  any  oysters? 

Waiter: — No,  sah. 

Jones: — Got  any  clams? 

Waiter: — No,  sah. 

Jones: — Have  you  any  shellfish  at  all? 

Waiter: — Boss,  the  only  kind  of 

shellfish  we  has  is  eggs. 

****** 

Repartee! 

Bill  (to  Jones,  who  wears  his  hair 
clipped  short): — Say,  Jonesey;  don’t 
your  head  ever  feel  cold? 

Jones: — Certainly  not!  I would  have 
you  know  that  my  head  is  a dome  of 

thought  and  not  a rendezvous  for  hair. 

****** 

A Boston  boy  who  prided  himself  on 
his  knowledge  of  French  once  went  to 
Paris.  All  went  well  until  it  came  time 
to  order  lunch.  Then  he  found  him- 
self stuck.  Desperately  he  pointed  to 
the  most  likely  looking  name  on  the  menu 
and  said.  “Give  me  some  of  that." 

“Pm  sorry,  sir,"  answered  the  waiter 
in  perfect  English,  “but  the  band  has 


just  finished  playing  that.” 

****** 

Such  Stupidity 

SMiTH(proudly) : — We’ve  got  a new 
machine  over  at  my  house. 

Long: — How  does  it  work? 

Smith: — Well,  by  means  of  a pedal 
attachment, a fulcrumed  lever  converts  a 
vertical  reciprocating  motion  into  a cir- 
cular movement.  The  principal  part  of 
the  machine  is  a huge  disk  that  revolves 
in  a vertical  plane.  Power  is  applied 
through  the  axis  of  the  disk,  and  when  the 
speed  of  the  driving  arbor  is  moderate, 
the  periphery  of  the  apparatus  is  travel- 
ling at  a high  velocity.  Work  is  done  on 
this  periphery.  Pieces  of  the  hardest 
steel  are  by  mere  impact  reduced  to  any 
shape  the  skillful  operator  desires. 

Long: — Well,  what  the  deuce  is  it? 

Smith  : — A grindstone ! 

****** 

In  Natural  History 

Teacher: — The  smaller  sardines  are 
often  eaten  by  the  larger  fish. 

Pupil: — Please,  teacher;  how  do  the 

large  fish  get  the  cans  open? 

****** 

Father: — Will  Willie  get  a prize  this 
year? 

Mother: — He  stands  at  the  head  of 
his  class  in  higher  mathematics. 

Father: — Hooray.  Now  may  be  we’ll 
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have  someone  i n the  family  who  can  read 

the  gas  meter. 

****** 

The  Sunday-school  teacher  wanted  to 
impress  upon  her  charges  the  necessity 
of  prayer  before  meals. 

Billy,”  she  said,  ‘‘what  did  your  father 
say  at  breakfast  this  morning  before  he 
began  to  eat?” 

Billy  meditated,  then  suddenly  re- 
membered and  beamed,  ‘‘He  said: 
You  kids  go  slow  on  that  butter  now! 

It’s  forty  cents  a pound.” 

****** 

Teacher: — What  is  an  anecdote? 
Pupil: — A short  funny  tale. 
Teacher: — Quite  right.  Now  John- 
ny, you  may  write  on  the  blackboard  a 
sentence  containing  the  word. 

Johnny  (writing): — A rabbit  has  four 

legs  and  one  anecdote. 

****** 

The  History  teacher  was  much  sur- 
prised the  other  day  to  have  one  of  his 
pupils  burst  out  laughing  at  the  close  of 
a story.  Indignantly  the  culprit  was 


haled  forth. 

‘‘What  were  you  laughing  at?” 

“Well,  you  said  that  guy  swum  a- 
cross  the  river  three  times  before  break- 
fast.” 

“Well?” 

“I  was  just  wonderin’  why  he  didn’t 
swim  back  fer  his  clothes.” 

Sympathetic  Friend: — Have  you  got 
a bad  tooth-ache? 

Afflicted  One: — I think  so,  but  if 
you  know  of  any  other  kind  of  tooth-ache 
I’ve  got  that,  too. 

Benny,  aged  four,  met  Henry,  aged 
five,  and  the  following  conversation  en- 
sued : 

“Whatsamatter  your  head?” 

“Bumped  it  ona  ceiling.” 

“Ona  stepladder?” 

“No.  I was  playin'  ’ith  my  papa  ona 
floor  an  I was  sittin  on  his  tummy.” 

“An‘  nen  what?” 

Papa  sneezed.” 


DAWN 


The  world  was  silent,  and  with  sweet  low 
breaths 

Of  dewy  fragrances  that  heal  the  mind, 
On  her  green  couch,  o’erspread  with 
down  of  clouds, 

Our  mother  Nature  lay  in  peace  divine. 
Above  the  rounded  hill,  whose  crested 
crown 

Of  oak  defined  the  bounds  of  land  and 
sky, 

Slowly  across  all  heaven  swept  its  way, 

A faint  flush  swelling  to  a rising  tide- 
The  outpost  stars  it  one  by  one  engulfed 


Till  to  the  silver  splendor  of  the  moon 

The  onward  flow  of  day  advancing 
touched 

With  gentle  wash,  and  then  o’er- 
flowed  too  soon. 

The  leafy  summit  flamed  with  heavenly 
fire; 

The  sun’s  rays  fell  upon  the  valley 
warm. 

The  crickets  chirruped  in  the  grass  be- 
neath, 

And  chanticleer  proclaimed  a new  day 
born. 
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There  is  great  virtue  in  atmosphere. 
The  atmosphere  of  the  Latin  School  is 
that  of  habitual  success.  See  to  it  that 

you  breathe  deeply. 

^ ^ * * * 

The  Annual  Officers’  Party  was  held 
on  the  afternoon  of  Monday,  February  23, 
in  the  Drill  Hall.  As  The  Register  was 
at  that  time  in  the  hands  of  the  printer, 
we  were  unable  to  issue  an  earlier  ac- 
count of  that  very  pleasurable  event. 
The  hall  was  tastefully  decorated.  The 
Committee  and  Mr.  Rice  merit  the  thanks 
of  the  school. 

Contrary  to  expectation  the  new  dances 
were  at  first  allowed  and  over  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  couples  “tangoed”  and 
“hesitated”  to  the  soft  strains  of  Poole’s 
Orchestra. 

Capt.  Gardner  Dunton  led  the  grand 
march,  followed  by  John  A.  Kiggen.Jr., 
John  R.  Campbell,  Jr.,  Lieut.  Abraham 
M.  Sonnabend,  C.  F.  McCarthy,  J.  F. 
Elston  Lieut.  P.  F.  Devine,  IT  B.  Mur- 
ray and  Capt.  Bernard  Gordon,  who 
were  the  aids.  Following  these  were  the 
Alumni  officers,  then  the  officers  of  this 
school  and  those  of  other  schools  that 
were  represented. 

R.  T.  Cahill  was  floor  director.  The 
Matrons  were  Mrs.  W.  P.  Henderson, 
Mrs.  W.  F.  Rice,  and  Mrs.  S.  B.  South- 
worth. 

* * * * 

Dr.  Lawrence  R.  Clapp,  B.  L.  S.  ”90 
is  to  leave  for  Melbourne,  Australia, 
early  in  March,  where  he  is  to  be  engaged 


in  hospital  work.  He  has  been  prac- 
ticing medicine  in  Farmington,  New 
Hampshire.  His  name  is  in  the  annual 
school  catalogue  as  the  winner  of  a 

scholarship  in  his  graduating  year. 

****** 

Ffied  Murray,  B.  L.  S ’ll,  was  elected 
Captain  of  next  year’s  football  team  at 

Georgetown  University. 

****** 

N.  E.  Lincoln,  B.  L.  S.  T2,  is  on  the 

Harvard  ’Varsity  Lacrosse  squad. 

****** 

Herman  S.  Nelke,  B.  L.  S.  ’07,  now 
stage  manager  with  the  theatrical  com- 
pany of  Margaret  Anglin,  visited  the 
school  March  9 and  renewed  old  mem- 
ories. 

****** 

General  Francis  A.  Osborn,  B.  L.  S.  ’49, 
died  recently  at  his  home  in  Linden  street 
Hingham,  after  a long  illness.  Upon 
graduating  from  Boston  Latin  School  he 
entered  the  employ  of  a Boston  importer, 
where  he  remained  until  the  outbreak  of 
the  Civil  War.  He  went  into  service  as 
lieutenant  colonel  in  the  Twenty-Fourth 
Massachusetts  Regiment  and  came  out 
a brigadier  general,  with  the  distinction 
of  never  having  given  up  any  battle. 
After  the  war  he  entered  business  in 
Boston,  where  he  achieved  great  suc- 
cess. 

****** 

Franklin  Delano  Williams,  who  en- 
tered the  Latin  School  in  1872,  died  re- 
cently in  New  York.  After  graduating 


School  Register 


Latin 


here  he  entered  business.  At  the  time 
of  his  death  he  was  the  New  York  res- 
ident member  of  the  firm  of  Welling- 
ton, Sears  & Co. 

* * * * * * 

Judge  Louis  Munroe  Clark  of  the 
Suffolk  County  Land  Court,  formerly 
chairman  of  the  Boston  Board  of  Al- 
dermen, died  recently  at  the  wheel  of  his 
automobile  while  on  Beacon  Street.  He 
was  graduated  from  the  Boston  Latin 
School  with  the  of  Class  of  '76  and  from 
Dorchester  High  School.  He  graduated 
from  Harvard  in  1881,  and  from  Boston 
University  Law  School  in  1884,  when  he 
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was  admitted  to  the  bar. 

From  a minute  adopted  by  the  Facul- 
ty of  Arts  and  Sciences,  February  17, 
1914,  regarding  Professor  Benjamin  Os- 
good Peirce,  a former  Latin  School  teacher 
of  mathematics,  who  died  early  in  this 
year,  “He  has  left  among  us  a large  place, 
which  no  other  man  can  fill,  and  when 
the  question  is  asked,  how  we  shall  now 
fare  without  him,  we  can  only  reply, 
better  than  if  we  had  never  had  him;  for 
he  was  constructive  and  he  builded  well. 
He  was  one  of  those  of  whom  it  can  be 
said,  ‘They  may  now  rest  from  their 
labors  and  their  works  do  follow  them.’  ’’ 


THE  CONSTRUCTION  OF 
MINIATURE  SCENES 


The  idea  of  constructing  miniature 
scenes  first  occurred  to  me  as  a result 
of  a Christmas  present.  Several  years 
ago  I received  as  a gift  a small  stage 
with  four  scenes  and  several  characters. 
I do  not  remember  the  play  which  these 
scenes  and  characters  represented,  but 
the  stage  still  remains,  and  it  is  because 
of  it  that  I make  reproductions  of  scenes 
used  as  stage  settings  in  the  various 
theatres  of  Boston.  I soon  grew  tired 
of  the  same  stage  settings  and  the  ever- 
lasting actors  of  my  toy  theatre,  and 
what  was  more  natural  than  to  con- 
truct  new  ones?  1 therefore  set  to  work, 
and  I still  have  many  of  my  first  at- 
tempts put  away  far  from  reach,  for 
they  were  nothing  to  boast  of  and  seem 
to  me  now  to  be  extremely  poor 

The  sources  from  which  I get  my  ideas 
for  constructing  scenes  are  without  a 
limit.  It  is  by  going  to  the  theatre  that 
I see  the  way  in  which  the  scenes  are 
set,  and  how  the  painter  counterfeits 


actual  things.  I also  get  my  ideas  from 
books  and  magazines,  where  I often  see 
pictures  which  appear  to  me  excellent 
material  for  scenery.  Once  a post-card 
gave  me  an  idea  for  a scene  which  I 
still  have.  I have  imagined  and  drawn 
plans  for  more  scenes  than  I could  finish 
in  many  years. 

The  manner  in  which  I construct  a 
scene  would  perhaps  be  interesting  to 
describe.  For  material  I use  four  ply 
bristol  board,  which  is  especially  good 
for  water  colors.  I have  my  scene 
chosen,  and  a plan  drawn  to  scale  before 
I touch  the  cardboard  at  all.  After 
these  preparations  I sketch  my  scene  on 
the  cardboard,  piece  by  piece,  with  every 
part  separate  and  in  its  own  proper  order. 
I never  shade  my  drawing,  using  merely 
the  briefest  outline.  After  this  is  done, 
I am  ready  for  the  hard  part,  which  con- 
sists in  painting  the  scene.  I have  al- 
ways used  water  colors  and  have  grad- 
ually learned  the  little  tricks  of  light 
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and  shade  which  make  the  large 
scenes  in  the  theatre  so  attractive. 
When  the  scene  is  painted,  I join  all  the 
parts,  using  a strong  gummed  tape,  and 
when  all  is  fitted  properly,  the  scene  is 
ready  for  exhibition. 

I have  made  various  uses  of  my  scenes 
in  the  past,  but  none  more  pleasing  to 
myself  than  that  of  giving  plays  to  my 
friends  in  the  grammar  school.  I have 
spent  many  a rainy  Saturday  afternoon 
with  a friend  who  also  had  a theatre 
but  not  the  scenes,  giving  a play  to  an 
audience  of  five  or  six. 

“Treasure  Island”  and  “Via  Wireless” 
are  two  plays  which  I distinctly  re- 
member. A year  and  a half  ago,  when 
the  Farnum  Brothers  were  playing  in 
the  “Littlest  Rebel”  at  the  Boston 
Theatre,  I took  a scene  which  I had  made 


representing  the  second  act  of  the  play 
to  the  theatre  and  showed  it  to  the 
manager.  As  a result,  I spent  a never- 
to-be-forgotten  afternoon  behind  the 
scenes  watching  a very  interesting  war 
drama  produced.  I shall  never  forget 
standing  in  the  wings  and  watching  the 
wonderful  mechanism  which  produces 
such  realistic  effects.  Few  people  real- 
ize what  a tremendous  undertaking  it 
is  to  give  a few  hours  of  pleasure  to  an 
audience.  When  I left  the  theatre,  I 
also  left  my  scene,  for  the  little  star  who 
played  the  “Littlest  Rebel”  had  taken 
a fancy  to  it,  and  desired  it  as  a souvenir. 

Since  that  time  I have  made  a similar 
scene,  and  when  I set  it  up,  as  I often  do, 
it  brings  back  to  me  the  recollection  of 
my  afternoon  behind  the  scenes. 

R.  M.  B.  ’14 


HIS  TRIUMPH! 


‘‘Gee,  I’ve  got  to  get  this  lesson!  Here 
I ‘ve  been  letting  myself  go  along  with- 
out doing  anything  except  just  passing. 
By  gum,  what  anybody  else  can  do, 
since  Joe  Parker  got  100%  today,  I can.” 

Thus  (he  better  nature  of  Fred  Gil- 
lespie struggled  with  his  laziness.  Fred 
reached  home  downcast  with  the  thought 
of  the  failures  of  the  past.  Nobody 
being  at  home,  he  changed  his  clothes, 
went  upstairs,  and  locked  himself  in  his 
room  to  study. 

“Well,”  he  determined  to  himself, 
“I  won’t  leave  here  until  I have  this  thing 
all  done,  even  if  it  takes  all  light  and 
the  world  comes  to  an  end !” 

After  working  an  hour  and  a half  he 
thought,  “Oh,  well,  I can’t  do  this;  so 
what’s  the  use  of  trying?”  and  he  put 
his  books  into  the  drawer  and  was  just 
going  out  to  play  foot-ball  when  he  re- 
membered his  determination.  It  pricked 
his  conscience,  but  he  was  used  to 


that,  and  was  just  on  the  point  of  ignor- 
ing it  when  he  thought  of  how  his  father 
and  mother  would  feel,  when  his  report 
came  home  that  month  with,  Math. 
30%;  and  he  could  not  go  . He  turned 
back,  strengthening  himself  with  the 
thought  of  the  promise  of  a bicycle  if 
he  got  over  80%  in  any  of  his  studies. 
Suddenly  the  clanging  of  bells  roused 
him  and  his  first  impulse  was  to  go  and 
see  what  it  was  . Then  he  bent  over  his 
book,  put  his  fingers  in  his  ears,  and  went 
back  to  his  work  . Again  he  was  loused 
by  somebody  shouting  outside,  “Fire! 
Fire!” 

If  ever  anything  thrilled  Fred,  it  was 
a fire.  He  stirred  in  his  chair,  his  face 
puckered  into  a frown,  but  he  stuck! 

* * * * 

Now  he  rides  a fine  bicycle  to  school, 
is  the  head  of  his  class,  and  he  wonders 
how  his  lessons  come  so  easily. 

F.  C.  V.,  ’17 
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The  indoor  track  season  is  now  ended 
and  crew  and  baseball  come  to  the  front. 
We  made  a good  showing  in  track,  and 
the  season  brought  forth  some  new  men 
who  will  be  valuable  next  year.  Spring 
is  an  invigorating  time.  Let  everyone 
come  out  for  something,  even  to  form  a 
marble  team,  anything  to  get  out  into 
the  air  and  to  bring  Latin  school  to  the 
front. 

BASE  BALL 

Practice  started  in  the  gymnasium  on 
Monday,  March  9,  and  the  following 
“L”  men  reported:  McGinn,  Whelan, 
Reardon,  Fitzgerald  and  Dolson;  while 
Cook,  this  winter’s  600-yard  man,  is  one 
of  the  men  who  did  some  mighty  good 
playing  last  year.  The  new  men  who 
have  come  out  to  rival  the  Dolson-Mc- 
Ginn  combination  are  Cousens,  Fox, 
Maloney,  O’Rourke  and  Tarrant  as 
pitchers  and  E.  Martin.  O’Rourke,  En- 
right and  Madden  as  catchers.  Other 
men  who  are  trying  for  the  field  posi- 
tions are  Bower,  Cahill,  Devine,  MacIn- 
tyre, McCarthy,  Lincoln,  Stuart,  Deme- 
ter, Harkins  and  O’Keefe. 

Manager  John  A.  Kiggen,  Jr.,  of  Class 
I,  Room  12,  has  arranged  the  following 


schedu 

le:* 

DAY 

DATE 

SCHOOL 

Wed. 

April  15 

Medford  High 

Sat. 

April  18 

Somerville  High 

Mon. 

April  20 

Newton  High 

Sat. 

April  25 

Groton 

Wed. 

April  29 

Cambridge  Latin 

Sat. 

May  2 

Moses  Brown 

Wed. 

May  6 

St.  Marks 

Sat. 

May  9 

Technology  T6 

Wed. 

May  13 

Boston  College  High 

Sat. 

May  16 

Dorchester  High 

Wed. 

May  20 

Brookline  High 

Sat. 

May  23 

Waltham  High 

Wed. 

May  27 

Tufts  2d. 

Wed. 

June  3 

English  High  at 

National  League  Park. 


*A11  games  played  on  the  opponent’s 
field . 

Nevertheless,  most  of  these  games  are 
near  Boston ; therefore  let  every  fellow  go 
to  as  many  as  possible  and  support  the 
team. 

CREW. 

On  Thursday,  March  12,  Captain 
Ralph  Kielty  of  Class  1 ; Room  11,  called 
out  the  candidates  for  the  crew.  The 
school  has  a great  chance  to  succeed  at 
this  sport  this  year,  for  the  B.  A.  A has 
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built  a new  boat  house  on  the  Charles, 
and  has  equipped  this  with  new  shells 
and  all  modern  conveniences.  There 
will  be  long  jogs  held  daily  until  March 
30,  when  the  crew  goes  on  the  water,  and 
every  fellow  is  urged  to  train  faithfully  to 
make  the  squad. 

Of  last  year’s  crews  there  remain  Capt. 
Kielty,  coxswain  of  the  first  crew,  while 
of  the  star  second  crew  there  are  Hunt, 
stroke,  Glasheen,  who  rowed  number  3, 
Dunton,  bow,  and  Schoener,  coxswain; 
Bowen,  Elyq  Heatherstone,  Tarrant,  and 
Walsh  are  men  who  had  a great  deal  of 
rowing  experience  last  spring.  Promis- 
ing new  oarsmen  are  seen  in  Campbell, 
Dudley,  Dunham,  O’Dowd,  Povah, 
Warren,  Hill,  Esterbrook,  Gillis,  Hale, 
Ryan,  Glidden,  Atwood,  Fitzgibbon  and 
Richter,  while  Merrill,  R.  Atwood, 

White  and  Crosby  are  out  for  coxswain. 
* * * 

Room  6 has  a record  to  be  proud  of,  for 
thanks  to  Davis,  Fay,  O’Neil  and  Rice, 
they  scored  30  points  out  of  the  145 
totaled  by  Latin  in  her  four  dual  meets. 
If  they  do  this  as  juniors  what  a track 
team  we  shall  have  next  year! 

5}c  * 

Let  everybody  go  to  the  baseball 
games  and  root  for  Latin  School.  Re- 
member, the  baseball  team  and  the  crew 
are  our  last  hopes  for  a championship 
this  school-year. 

English  High,  78^.  BL.,  31  y2 

On  Feb.  27,  we  were  rather  decisively 
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beaten  by  our  sister  school,  although  the 
newspapers  gave  us  credit  for  the  best 
showing  in  this  meet  for  many  years. 
Dugger  of  English  was  the  star,  cap- 
turing two  first  places  out  of  English 
High’s  9,  for  Latin  secured  but  one  first. 
The  300  was  closely  contested  between 
Cousens  and  Dugger,  and  was  won  by  the 
latter  by  only  a few  inches. 

The  Summary 

30-vard  dash.  Won  by  Hall  (E); 
Rice  (L)  second;  Downie  (E)  third; 
Greenburg  (E)  fourth.  Time  4^  sec. 

35-yard  hurdles.  Won  by  Dunton 
(L) ; McKenna  (E)  second;  McGrath 
(L)  third;  Calanan  (E)  fourth.  Time 
5 seconds. 

300-yard  run.  Won  by  Dugger  (E); 
Cousens  (L)  second;  O’Neil  (L)  third; 
Gillis  (L)  fourth.  Time  43f  seconds. 

600-yard  run.  Won  by  Scott  (E) ; 
Maloney  (L)  second;  Santler  (E)  third; 
Shalz  (E)  fourth.  Time  1 min.,  40  sec. 

1000-yard  run.  Won  by  Niles  (E) ; 
Morrill  (E)  second;  Davis  (L)  third; 
Martin  (L)  fourth.  Time  2 min.  55|  sec. 

Mile  run.  No  Latin  men  qualified. 
English  High  finished  as  follows:  Silk, 
Youngberg,  Horb,  Tiernan.  Time  5 
minutes,  46  seconds. 

Standing  High  jump.  Won  by  Dan- 
drow  (E) ; Wardle  (L)  second ; Atwood 
(E)  third;  Whalen  (L)  fourth.  Height 
4 feet,  5 inches. 

“FARMER  T4.” 
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CLASS  DAY 


The  exercises  of  the  Graduating  Class 
on  April  23,  1914,  commemorative  of 
the  founding  of  our  school,  two  hundred 
and  seventy -nine  years  ago,  passed  very 
pleasantly.  The  day  was  bright  and 
cheerful.  Many  friends  of  the  school 
were  present,  and  when  at  10:30  Poole’s 
Orchestra  began  to  play,  the  hall  was 
well  filled. 

The  first  number  on  the  program  was 
the  Class  Song,  the  words  of  which  were 
written  by  Francis  D.  McGrath,  and 
the  music  by  Herman  Dana.  The  Class 
filed  onto  the  platform  from  the  left, 
and  at  the  close  of  each  verse  sung  by 
Dana,  they  joined  in  the  chorus  with  a 


volume  and  unison  that  reflected  great 
credit  on  their  instructor,  Mr.  John  A. 
O’Shea. 

Harry  M.  O’Connor  delivered  the 
Class  Poem,  which  was  excellent  Jn 
both  form  and  substance.  When  the 
applause  had  ceased,  certain  members 
of  the  Class  gave  a song  in  French, 
which  evinced  all  the  vivacity  of  that 
tongue.  Anything  that  Mr  Henderson 
teaches  goes  through  with  a snap  that 
insures  success,  and  this  was  no  excep- 
tion. 

The  Class  Oration  was  delivered  by 
Eldon  G.  Stanwood.  Next  followed  a 
short  intermission,  after  which  the  Class 
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Glee  Club  made  its  initial  appearance 
with  exceptional  success.  The  Glee 
Club  would  be  welcome  at  any  time  of 
the  year  and,  it  seems,  might  be  a de- 
lightful addition  to  any  of  our  gala  days. 

A Shakespearean  Dialogue,  “The  Quar- 
rel Scene  from  Julius  Caesar,”  by  Fred 
C.  Gilpatric  Jr.  and  Abraham  M.  Son- 
nabend,  was  a welcome  and  warmly 
applauded  innovation. 

The  orchestra  again  rendered  selec- 
tions, after  which  Ex.  Mayor  John  F. 
Fitzgerald,  B.  L.  S.  ’81,  addressed  the 
school,  very  kindly  taking  the  place 
of  Congressman  William  F.  Murray.  B. 
L.  S.  '00,  who  was  unable  to  attend 
because  of  the  pressure  of  unforeseen 
official  business.  Mr.  Fitzgerald’s  re- 
marks were  closely  attended  to  by  all. 
He  urged  the  members  of  the  school  to 
prepare  themselves,  above  all,  for  service 
to  their  city,  their  state,  their  country, 
and  the  world. 

The  Glee  Club  next  sang  an  adapta- 
tion of  an  Amherst  song  entitled  “Latin 
Alma  Mater,”  after  which  the  school 
left  the  hall,  followed  shortly  by  our 
visiting  friends. 

To  the  members  of  the  Class  Day 
Committee,  consisting  of  George  C. 
Demeter,  chairman;  J.  William  Blum, 
Fred  C.  Gilpatric,  Jr.,  William  F.  L. 
Kirkwood,  and  Edward  M.  Sullivan 
great  credit  is  due.  They  worked  hard  to 
accomplish  what  they  so  successfully  did. 

The  cover  of  the  Class  Day  program, 
which  is  again  used  on  this  number  of 
The  Register,  was  designed  by  Roberts. 
Bacon,  ’14,  and  gives  an  inkling  as  to  Ba- 
con’s career.  It  is  a work  of  much  promise. 

The  ushers  were  the  following: — Chief 
usher,  Captain  George  C.  Demeter; 
Captain  Victor  M.  Hetherston,  Cap- 
tain Emanuel  Nathan,  Captain  Herbert 
L.  McNary,  Captain  Thomas  F.  Ferris, 


Captain  Gordon  N.  McKee,  Captain 
John  R. Campbell  Jr.,  Captain  William  E. 
Daley,  Captain  Gardner  Dunton,  Cap- 
tain Bernard  C.  Gordon,  Captain  Morris 
Rosenburg,  Lieutenant  Cornelius  J.  Par- 
ker, Aid,  Captain  Daniel  J.  Harkins. 

After  the  school  had  been  given  time 
for  lunch  and  our  friends  had  assembled 
in  the  balcony  at  the  Latin  School  end 
of  the  drill  hall,  the  “assembly”  sounded. 
Companies  A,  B,  C,  and  D answered. 
The  first  maneuver  was  a salute  to  the 
colors,  with  Captain  Thomas  F.  Ferris 
commanding.  This  was  well  excuted. 
Captain  Victor  M.  Hetherston  acted  as 
Adjutant. 

Following  this,  Captain  Emanuel 
Nathan,  and  Captain  George  C.  Demeter 
drilled  their  companies. 

The  Drum  and  Bugle  Corps,  under 
the  leadership  of  Drum-Major  Lucien 
Levy,  was  easily  a feature  of  the  day. 
Their  discipline  was  perfect;  their  man- 
euvers exact;  their  general  appearance 
excellent.  They  paid  an  interesting 
tribute  to  the  school,  forming  in  suc- 
cession the  letters  B.  L.  S. 

Captain  Herbert  L.  McNary  and 
Captain  Thomas  F.  Ferris  led  out  their 
companies.  It  would  be  difficult  to 
tell  what  company  or  companies  ex- 
celled, but  Prize  Drill  is  near  at  hand  and 
will  tell  the  tale.  All  ?_are*doing*their 
best  to  give  the  Latin  School  a credit- 
able representation  there. 

Evening  Parade,  with  Captain  George 
C.  Demeter  commanding  and  Captain 
Victor  M.  Hetherston  as  Adjutant,  closed 
the  exercises,  and  with  its  “evening  gun” 
the  Day  of  the  Class  of  1914  ended.  We 
had  looked  forward  to  it  for  a long  time, 
yet  when  at  last  it  came,  we  could  keep 
its  pleasures  for  only  a little  while,  but 
we  will  keep  its  memories  forever. 

E.  G.  S.  ’14 


THE  CLASS  POEM 


By  Harry  M.  O’Connor,  T4 


Upon  a hillside  in  fair  Argolis, 

Two  youths  upon  their  swreet-toned 
lyres  did  play, 

And  one  was  highly  skilled  in  this  fair 
art; 

For  oft  while  his  companion  gayly 
played, 

He,  with  hislyre,  had  softly  stolen  away, 

And  now  did  his  companion  envy  him 

The  skill  which  he  had  struggled  for 
and  won. 

But  skill  like  his  comes  only  from  long 
toil. 

The  other,  knowing  this,  dismissed  from 
mind 

All  thoughts  of  how  to  gain  the  end 
desired. 

The  two  in  running  then  did  match  their 
speed , 

And  one  of  them  did  boast  that  he  was 
best; 

But  when  the  race  was  run,  alas!  he 
found 

That  his  companion  had  outdistanced 
him. 

And  so  because  of  this  he  did  refuse 

To  use  the  opportunity  he  had, 

Again  with  his  companion  to  contend. 

In  archery  the  twro  did  try  their  skill. 

And  thrice  one  sent  his  arrow  toward  the 
goal, 

And  thrice  the  arrow  sped  straight  to 
the  mark. 

Lo!  now  the  other  to  his  place  doth  step, 

And  on  the  string,  his  shaft  he  nowr  doth 
place, 

And  now  the  winged  arrow  speeds  a- 
long; 

Now',  like  a swooping  bird,  it  settles 
down; 

But  lo!  upon  the  earth  at  length  falls 
back, 

Bearing  wdth  it  the  gladsome  hopes  of 

him 

Who  first  had  sped  it  from  the  twanging 


string. 

And  now'  he  doth  refuse  again  to  try, 
Or  even  to  fix  with  care  the  feathered 
reed, 

So  that  the  arrow  further  would  speed  on. 
Then  thus  the  winner  spoke  unto  his 
friend, 

“Oh!  give  not  up,  before  the  very  end, 
The  combat  which  to  you  at  first  seems 
lost; 

But  struggle  hard  for  everything  you 
wash , 

And  in  the  end  your  efforts  wall  not 
fail. 

Moreover,  failing  once,  try  still  again, 
And  then  again,  and  do  each  time,  your 
test. 

For  on  an  ebon  throne,  beyond  the  Styx, 
There  sits  a monster,  terrible  to  see 
Who  doth  exact  from  mortals  penalty 
P’or  opportunities  on  Earth  passed  by. 
But  him  who  sulks  and  scorns  a second 
chance, 

And  then  doth  cry,  “I  did  not  have  fair 
play,” 

’Tis  right  that  men  should  chide  and 
pass  him  by. 

But  not  on  Earth  alone  w ill  he  be  chid, 
He,  coming  to  the  gloomy  realm  of 
shades, 

Condemned  to  labor  and  to  pain  will  be. 
However,  in  the  Elysian  fields  there 
wait 

Rewards  for  him  who,  steadfast,  W'orks 
on  Earth. 

Nor  let  him  scorn  the  common  tasks  of 
life, 

For  he  wrho  would  in  great  things  be 
renowned, 

Must  show'  that  first  in  small  things  he 
is  fit.” 

So  spake  of  old  the  friend  unto  his 
friend, 

And  we,1 — may  wre  not  wisely  hear  and 
heed? 
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Beyond  these  halls  that  we  so  long  have 
trod, 

Beyond  these  days  of  pleasure  and  of 
care, 

For  us,  there  waits,  almost  within  our 
grasp, 

The  opportunity  to  gain  success. 

Though  long  it  has  been  thought  by 
men  on  Earth 

That  Fates  our  destinies  do  shape,  we 
know 

The  tide  of  fortune  rises  once,  at  least, 

To  every  man.  To  us  will  come  our 
chance, 

If  we  are  true  to  her  who  sends  us  forth 

Into  the  world  of  struggle  and  of  care. 

We  shall  not  skulk,  or  shirk;  but  strive 

To  make  our  humblest  work  her  pride. 

Let  us  iemember  and  keep  well  in  mind, 

What  each  of  us  to  Alma  Mater  owes, 

For  she  it  was  who  took  us  from  the 
arms 

Of  her  who  nursed  usin  our  tender  youth. 

She  now  doth  send  us  forth  into  the 
world 

To  labor,  and  win  honor  for  her  name. 


So  let  not  stain  of  failure  on  us  fall. 

h rom  her  full  store  we  gained  a goodly 
share 

Of  Knowledge,  and — best  gifts  that  she 
can  give, — 

A love  of  learning,  and  the  power  to 
work. 

So  take  we  up  life’s  burdens,  full  of  hope, 

As  we  from  these  blessed  portals  soon 
set  forth. 

The  world  demands  from  him  who'd 
gain  success, 

An  earnestness  of  purpose,  steadfast, 
true, 

Devotion  to  a duty  entered  on, 

And  to  the  end,  the  power  to  finish  well 

That  which  with  all  devotion  was  begun. 

So  may  we  strive  with  cheerful,  eager 
zeal, 

To  live,  as  she  our  happy  youth  has 
taught, 

A life  of  which  the  mother  dear  may 
say, 

“It  was  honest,  earnest,  helpful,  full  of 
good . ’ ’ 


THE  CLASS  SONG 


Words  by 

Francis  D.  McGrath,  T4 


Music  by 
Herman  Dana 


T4 


First  Stanza 

To-day  we  tread  the  path, 
Well-worn  by  many  feet, 

That  out  from  thy  dear  walls, 
Have  gone  the  world  to  meet. 
As  they  have  done  before, 

Let  us  great  honor  give, 

To  thee  O Latin  School, 

While  memory  shall  live. 


Second  Stanza 
To  win  the  best  in  life, 

Our  task  must  always  be, 

And  we  are  well  equipped 
With  lessons  taught  by  thee. 
Thou’st  taught  us  how  to  work, 
The  secret  of  success, 

And  greater  still  by  far, 

The  love  of  righteousness. 
Chorus. 


When  many  years  have  intervened,  May  thou  recall  with  pride, 

And  o’er  many  lands  we’ve  strayed,  As  thy  alumni  pass, 

We’ll  ne’er  forget  the  days  of  old,  The  wondrous  deeds,  the  marv’lous  deeds. 
Our  love  for  thee’ll  ne’er  fade.  Of  the  nineteen-fourteen  class. 


Latin 


7 


School  Register 


THE  CLASS  ORATION 

By  Eldon  G.  Stanwood,  ’14 


Mr.  Pennypacker,  Teachers, 
Friends  and  Class-Mates: 

“The  education  of  the  people,”  as 
Macaulay  says,  “ought  to  be  the  first 
concern  of  a state.”  In  the  records  of 
the  town  of  Boston  we  find  on  April  23rd, 
1635,  this  statement.  “Likewise  it  was 
then  generally  agreed  upon,  that  our 
brother  Philemon  Pormort  shall  be  in- 
treated  to  become  schoolmaster  for  the 
teaching  and  nourtering  of  children  with 
us.”  “Out  of  small  beginnings,”  says 
the  historian  Bradford,  “great  things 
have  been  produced,  and  as  one  small 
candle  may  light  a thousand,  so  the 
light  here  kindled  hath  shone  to  many, 
yea  in  some  sort  to  our  whole  nation.” 

To-day  then  is  the  school’s  birthday, 
Philemon  Pormort's  279th  anniversary. 
But  to-day  is  the  anniversary  and  birth- 
day of  another,  greater  than  he — the 
greatest  in  our  English  calendar;  perhaps 
the  greatest  in  the  world’s  calendar. 
Three-hundred  and  fifty  years  ago  to- 
day the  myriad  minded  William  Shake- 
speare was  born.  His  anniversary  is 
being  celebrated  widely  all  over  the 
English  world. 

But,  after  all,  we  do  not  here  celebrate 
to-day  Philemon  Pormort  or  William 
Shakespeare;  as  Walt  Whitman  says, 
“We  celebrate  ourselves.”  We  narrow 
our  interests  to-day  to  our  own  little 
bailiwick,  and  celebrate  the  Class  of  1914. 

This  is  our  Class  Day,  so  long  antic- 
ipated. It  is  not  wholly  a day  of  re- 
joicing. There  is  both  joy  and  sorrow 
in  our  hearts.  Joy  for  the  new  life 
promised.  Sorrow  for  the  happy  days 
left  behind.  Many  of  our  friends  left 
us  while  we  were  pursuing  our  way  and 


we  feel  that  we  must  soon  part  with  the 
rest.  This  fear  ought  to  be  groundless, 
for  the  friendships  that  have  formed 
here  will  endure  as  long  as  life  itself. 

Truly  it  is  the  result  of  our  training 
that  counts,  not  the  process.  Few'  of 
us  will  long  remember  the  syntax  ol 
Latin  or  Greek,  but  their  contribution  to 
our  characters  can  never  be  over  esti- 
mated. We  have  learned  to  appreciate 
noble  thought  nobly  expressed  in  litera- 
ture and  in  life.  Because  of  our  ad- 
miration for  the  work  of  others,  our  own 
powers  of  expression  have  been  some- 
what freed  from  their  bonds,  and  wre 
have  arrived  at  a keener  realization  of 
their  value.  It  has  been  said  that, 
“Every  man  is  a Shakespeare  in  his 
dreams.”  How  often,  when  reading,  we 
find  our  own  thoughts  expressed  by  an- 
other, and  regret  that  we  must  lose  the 
credit  for  their  conception.  God  gives 
to  us  that  spark  of  divinity  in  man,  im- 
agination, but  we  must  ourselves  learn 
to  manifest  it  in  expression.  It  appears 
in  every  conceivable  form,  oratory,  art, 
music,  literature,  even  in  telephones  and 
airships;  in  everything  that  is  best  on 
earth.  We  may  all  conceive,  but  only 
he  who  can  express  his  conception  can 
accomplish  good  and  receive  its  rew'ard. 

Notwithstanding  our  joy  because  of 
this  successful  passing  of  one  of  life’s 
milestones,  we  must  realize  that,  after 
all,  this  is  but  an  event,  not  an  end.  It 
is,  however,  a critical  period.  Until 
now  wre  have  been  guided;  our  studies 
have  been  selected  for  us  and  their  pur- 
suit was  more  or  less  compulsory.  From 
now  on,  we  are  free  to  act.  We  are  at 
our  own  mercy.  It  is  a tremendous  re- 
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sponsibility.  When  we  think  of  it,  we 
find  that  we  have  made  but  little  prog- 
ress on  life’s  road.  Thus  far  we  have 
proceeded  together,  a happy,  care-free 
company,  but  now  the  ways  diverge.  It 
is  time  for  each  one  of  us  to  turn  aside  to 
the  path  of  life  that  suits  him  best,  but 
we  pass  on  together  to  the  first  great  part- 
ing of  the  ways.  Shall  it  be  college  or 
the  world?  Let  us  reflect. 

We  know  that  for  certain  professions  a 
college  degree  is  absolutely  necessary. 
This  clears  the  mist  from  the  ways  of 
some  of  our  number,  but  what  is  the 
answer  for  the  great  majority,  who  eith- 
er have  determined  not  to  enter  a pro- 
fession or  are  still  undecided?  What 
have  we  now  to  offer  the  world  in  ex- 
change for  its  success?  Young  lives, 
brave  hearts,  honor,  industry,  and  the 
fear  of  God.  Comrades,  these  qualities 
will  carry  us  far,  if  they  endure,  but 
every  youth  since  the  dawn  of  time  has 
dreamed  his  dreams,  and  one  by  one  the 
illusions  of  youth  have  faded  in  the 
disillusions  of  maturity.  Dream  on ! 
But  dream  to  a purpose.  Carry  out 
your  dreams  in  practice.  What  do  you 
wish?  The  truth.  The  best  of  all  in 
life.  This  old  world  is  a business  world. 
It  gives  us  what  we  give  it.  No  dis- 
honest man  ever  reaped  lasting  honor. 
No  pretender  has  deceived  the  world 
forever.  Abraham  Lincoln  said,  “You 
can  fool  all  of  the  people  some  of  the 
time  and  some  of  the  people  all  the  time, 
but  you  cannot  fool  all  the  people  all  of 
the  time.”  Read  your  histories  again. 
Search  through  the  ages,  and  see  there 
the  constant  progress  to  better  things. 
See  there  the  temporary  strength  of  the 
wicked  and  its  destruction  through  its 
own  liberty.  See  there  the  onward 
movement  of  God  and  right.  How 
often  it  is  with  the  minority  on  earth, 


but  as  our  own  Wendell  Phillips  said, 
“One  man  with  God  constitutes  an  over- 
whelming majority.” 

We  have  now  no  more  to  offer  the 
world  than  has  any  strong,  clean  young 
man  from  a country  town.  He,  per- 
haps, will  have  assets  in  his  health  and 
strength  far  superior  to  ours.  How  are 
we  to  compete  with  him?  The  field  is 
crowded  with  young  men  of  good  in- 
tentions.” Doctor  Samuel  Johnson  said 
that  “Hell  is  paved  with  good  intentions” 
W e must  have  something  more.  College 
cannot  give  a man  ability,  courage, 
honor,  or  industry,  but  if  he  has  these 
foundation  stones  for  that  “noblest  work 
of  God,”  it  can  build  thereon,  and,  as 
Cicero  says:  “When  to  exceptional 
natural  ability,  theoretical  knowledge  is 
added,  then  there  stands  forth  a man, 
I know  not  how  indescribably  excellent.” 
“A  wise  man  profits  by  the  experience  of 
others.”  You  know  your  capabilities 
best.  Socrates  said,  “Know  thyself,” 
but  remember  that  the  Bible  says,  “As 
a man  thinketh  in  his  heart,  so  is  he.” 
Let  us  then  cry  to  our  souls  as  did 
Columbus  to  his  helmsman,  “Sail  on, 
and  on — and  on!” 

We  shall  better  appreciate,  in  later 
life,  all  we  have  received  here.  We 
shall  then  look  back  with  gratitude  to 
our  teachers  and  other  friends,  not  only 
for  what  they  have  taught,  but  also  for 
what  they  have  given  us  of  themselves, 
their  courage  and  high  spirit.  We  can- 
not realize  the  great  influence  that  our 
companions  exert  over  us.  Emerson 
says  of  this  very  school,  that  he  derived 
far  more  from  his  association  with  his 
teachers  than  from  his  books.  We 
should  choose  our  life  associates  care- 
fully, for  they  not  only  reflect,  but  act 
upon  our  natures.  What  we  counte- 
nance in  others  we  develop  to  an  equal 


Latin 


School  Register 


9 


degree  in  ourselves.  Friends  are  the 
wealth  of  the  world  and  should  be  sought. 
“A  man  that  hath  friends  must  show  him- 
self friendly,”  but  be  not  too  eager  in 
establishing  friendship,  for  what  is 
lightly  given  is  as  lightly  received;  yet 
when  once  you  have  found  a friend, 
stay  by  his  side  through  fire  and  flood, 
“and  there  is  a friend,  thatsticketh  closer 
than  a brother.” 

In  a little  while  we  shall  have  become 
members  of  a great  body  of  noble  men. 
We  shall  be  known  as  Alumni  of  the  Bos- 
ton Latin  School.  It  is  a sacred  trust  be- 
stowed upon  us.  We  shall  be  admitted 
to  an  association  that  has  a grand  en- 
rollment of  members,  living  and  dead. 
We  shall  be  under  the  eyes  of  that  peer- 
less patriot,  Samuel  Adams;  that  rep- 
resentative American,  Benjamin  Frank- 
lin; those  men  of  God,  Edward  Everett 
Hale  and  Philips  Brooks;  the  Sage  of 
Concord,  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson;  the 
orator  of  liberty,  Wendell  Philips.  What 
can  we  do  to  merit  such  distinction? 
Only  our  best. 

Whenever  in  the  past  there  has  been 
a crisis,  the  Latin  School  men  have  met 
it.  They  have  always  stood  the  test 


in  emergency.  In  the  Revolution,  the 
War  of  1812,  and  the  Civil  War,  Latin 
School  men  gave  their  all.  They  gave 
their  best  to  great  causes.  We  must 
stand  ready  to  give  our  best  to  whatever 
cause  God  calls  us  to  help. 

This  means  work,  constancy,  and  sac- 
rifice, but  it  is  worth  doing,  and  it 
is  our  duty.  We  have  the  example 
of  our  illustrious  predecessors,  and  our 
pride  in  that  ancestry  compels  us  to 
seek  its  level.  Let  us  say  as  Addison’s 
Cato.  “Tis  not  in  mortals  to  command 
success;  but  we’ll  do  more, — we ’ 1 1 de- 
serve it.” 

Classmates,  shortly  we  must  part. 
How  little  time  we  have  been  together, 
and  how  little  we  have  of  all  there  is. 
We  have  looked  towards  the  face  of  1 ruth , 
but  we  have  seen  her  radiance  only  from 
afar,  ‘‘as  through  a glass  darkly.’’  We 
are  just  at  the  point  of  clear  seeing  and 
the  day  seems  almost  over;  but  there  is 
no  parting,  comrades.  The  Latin  School 
will  be  forever  with  us.  Our  friends 
are  always  in  our  hearts.  ■ Opportunity 
calls.  Life  beckons.  Let  us  answer 
the  call — together. 


HOKE 


It  was  my  Uncle  Henry  who  told  me 
this  story,  one  calm,  beautiful,  summer 
evening,  as  we  two  were  seated  on  the 
broad  porch  of  my  uncle’s  stately, 
Southern  home.  We  had  been  sitting 
there  silently  for  fifteen  minutes  or  so, 
now  listening  to  the  sounds  of  merry- 
making in  the  negroes’  quaters,  now 
absorbed  in  our  own  thoughts.  At 
intervals  a negro,  employed  on  one  of  the 
nearby  plantations,  would  cross  in  front 
of  our  porch,  tip  his  tattered  head-cover- 


ing to  my  uncle,  and  mumble  a few  words 
of  greeting.  It  was  just  after  one  of  these, 
an  old,  bent-over  fellow,  had  passed, 
that  my  uncle  turned  slowly  around, 
looked  dreamily  at  the  lights  of  the  next 
plantation  gleaming  in  the  distance,  and 
told  me  the  story  of  Hoke,  which  I shall 
try  to  relate  to  you  in  my  own  words. 


When  Colonel  Ralston,  who  owned  the 
next  plantation  to  ours,  died,  he  left  to  his 
son  Charles,  as  part  of  his  property,  a 
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negro  slave  by  the  name  of  Hoke. 
No  one  knew  what  his  last  name  was; 
nobody,  except  perhaps  the  old  Colonel 
himself,  caied.  He  was  just  plain  Hoke 
to  all  who  knew  him.  Now,  when  the 
Colonel  had  been  ill,  it  was  Hoke  who 
had  nursed  him,  and  it  was  Hoke  who 
had  stood  with  him  to  the  end,  attending 
to  his  wants  with  eagerness  and  love. 
It  had  always  seemed  to  Hoke  that  it 
was  his  Heaven-decreed  duty  to  care 
for  the  Colonel  and  all  the  Colonel’s 
family;  and  when  the  Colonel,  in  his 
dying  breath,  exhorted  him  to  care  for 
his  son  Charles,  who  was  to  return 
from  abroad  in  two  weeks,  Hoke  was 
not  greatly  astonished;  indeed,  he  would 
have  been  more  astonished  if  the  Colonel 
had  not  urged  him  to  care  for  Charles. 
From  that  time  on,  Hoke  determined  that 
his  life  was  to  be  devoted  to  the  care 
of  young  Charles  Ralston. 

Two  weeks  afterward  Charles  arrived, 
and  his  arrived  was  a sad  disappoint- 
ment for  all  the  negro  slaves  on  the  plan- 
tation. Instead  of  finding  a new  master 
who  was  as  gentle,  just  and  liberal  as 
the  old  Colonel,  they  found  a man  who 
was  haughty,  overbearing  and  cruel. 
The  education  he  had  received  in  Europe 
was  evidently  not  of  the  sort  that  his 
fond  parent  had  thought,  and  his  nat- 
urally fiery  temper  had  been  given  free 
rein  during  his  travels.  All  the  negroes, 
except  the  faithful  Hoke,  saw  what  sort 
of  man  they  had  to  deal  with,  but  Hoke 
himself  was  as  blindly  eager  to  stand  by 
Charles  Ralston  as  ever. 

He  was  soon  to  get  his  first  glimpse  of 
the  true  nature  of  Charles  Ralston,  how- 
ever. This  happened  on  the  very  day 
after  the  new  master  had  arrived. 
Charles,  riding  in,  disgruntled  and  scowl- 
ing, after  a bad  day’s  shooting,  had 
called  lustily  for  a negro  to  take  care  of 
his  horse.  Of  course,  it  was  Hoke  who 
ran  swiftly  to  his  help.  As  the  negro 


was  helping  Charles  to  dismount,  by  an 
unlucky  chance  one  of  the  stirrup- 
straps  broke  and  sent  the  worthy  Charles 
sprawling  over  and  over  again  in  the 
dust.  Charles  Ralston  rose  with  a face 
that  was  purple  with  rage.  His  mouth 
was  working  as  he  glared  at  poor  Hoke, 
standing  horrified  at  one  side. 

“You  black  demon!”  he  shouted  in 
a terrible  voice.  “Here!  Sam,  Joe! 
Strap  him  up  and  give  him  his  licks!  I’ll 
teach  him  to  push  me  off  my  horse!” 

So  Hoke  was  flogged,  but  he  took  his 
punishment  without  wincing,  even 
though  young  Charles  Ralston  stood 
looking  on  all  the  time.  This  was  but 
the  first  of  a series  of  insults  and  floggings 
that  poor,  faithful  Hoke  received,  but 
his  faithfulness  never  swerved.  He  had 
promised  the  Colonel  that  he  would 
care  for  Charles  Ralston,  and  he  meant 
to  keep  his  promise.  The  other  slaves, 
also,  came  in  for  their  share  of  punish- 
ment, but  they  did  not  suffer  as  much  as 
did  Hoke.  They  soon  came  to  avoid 
their  disagreeable  master,  but  Hoke  did 
not.  When  Charles  Ralston  returned 
from  the  hunt,  when  he  entered  the  din- 
ing-room to  eat,  and  even  when  he  went 
to  his  room  to  sleep,  he  found  Hoke  on 
hand,  asking  in  a subdued  but  eager 
voice  if  “Massa”  needed  anything. 

When  the  Civil  War  broke  out , Charles 
Ralston,  a Southerner  by  birth,  went 
over  to  fight  for  the  Union.  Perhaps 
he  did  it  just  to  be  perverse,  but  he  did 
it. 

The  last  insult  that  Hoke  endured 
before  the  war  broke  out  was,  when 
young  Charles  laughed  scornfully  and 
mockingly  at  the  faithful  slave’s  humble 
request  that  he  might  go  along  and  ac- 
company “Massa.”  Then  Charles  Rals- 
ton left  the  old  plantation,  not  to  return 
till  two  years  afterward. 

When  these  two  years  had  elapsed, 
the  body  of  Union  troops  in  which 
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Charles  was  an  officer  passed  through 
the  old  town  which  was  the  young  man’s 
birthplace.  The  soldiers  had  not  been 
in  camp  a day,  before  a negro  presented 
himself  at  headquarters  and  asked  to 
see  Captain  Charles  Ralston.  It  was 
Hoke. 

Soon  Charles  appeared.  When  he 
saw  Hoke,  a snarl  came  over  his  features, 
and  with  a muttered  curse  he  addressed 
the  faithful  negro: 

“Why  are  you  always  dogging  me,  you 
black  scoundrel?”  he  demanded.  “Some- 
one will  think  I hold  slaves.  I'll  give 
you  something  that  will  teach  you  not 
to  come  near  me  again  Take  that !” 

He  raised  his  riding-whip  and  struck 
the  poor  slave  across  the  face  twice. 
As  his  master  stalked  away  angrily, 
Hoke  sank  to  the  ground  and  buried 
his  face  in  his  arms. 

Charles  Ralston  was  not  to  enjoy 
sleep  in  peace  that  night,  for  the  Con- 
federates attacked  the  Union  camp  in 
full  force  at  midnight.  The  soldiers  of 
the  North  were  aroused  in  an  instant, 
and  rushed  to  their  arms  to  defend  them- 
selves. Taken  by  surprise,  however,  they 
were  soon  hard  pressed,  and  in  places 
their  ranks  began  to  break.  There 
could  be  but  one  end  to  the  battle,  for 
the  Federals  were  doomed  to  almost 
certain  defeat. 

Soon  the  soldiers  of  the  North  began  to 
retreat:  slowly,  at  first,  and  then  precip- 
itately. In  one  corner  of  the  battle- 
field, with  a group  of  hardy  veterans  a- 
bout  him,  stood  Charles  Ralston.  He 
may  have  teen  overbearing  and  cruel, 
but  he  was  no  coward.  He  would  fight 
to  the  last.  One  by  one  the  few  men 
about  him  fell,  but  still  he  fought. 

Suddenly  a Confederate  officer  came 
running  up,  sword  in  hand,  and  saw  the 
one-sided  conflict.  He  looked  once 
at  the  tall  figure  in  Union  uniform  fight- 
ing coolly  and  skilfully,  and  as  he  did 


so  he  let  out  a shout. 

“Ralston!  Ralston,  you  dog,  you! 
Traitor!  Fighting  with  the  Yanks,  eh? 
Well,  you’ve  breathed  your  last,  you 
cur!” 

He  rushed  upon  Ralston  and  drew  his 
pistol.  Charles  stood  bewildered,  with 
his  right  arm,  disabled  by  a Confederate 
bullet,  hanging  weakly  by  his  side.  The 
officer  was  almost  upon  him  now.  The 
pistol  was  raised,  and  was  within  a foot 
of  his  head.  It  barked  spitefully,  but 
as  it  did  so,  a dark  body  lifted  itself  from 
nowhere  and  threw  itself  between  the 
bullet  and  Charles  Ralston.  Then  the 
dark  body  sank  to  the  ground,  with  a 
low  moan.  It  was  a negro. 

Charles  Ralston  bent  down,  unmind- 
ful of  everything  now,  to  see  who  it  was 
who  had  tried  to  give  his  life  for  his. 

“Hoke !”  he  breathed  in  astonishment. 
“How  did  you  get  here,  Hoke?  Speak!” 

The  negro  spoke  with  difficulty.  He 
raised  his  eyes  to  those  of  his  master. 
In  them  there  was  a look  of  satisfaction, 
— -even  of  joy. 

“Ah  followed  you,  sah,”  he  gasped. 
“Ah  followed  you,  an’  when  ah  seen  you 
most  killed,  ah  jumps  in,  sah;  dat’s  all, 
sah.  An’ — - an’  when  you  meet  the 
Colonel,  in  a long,  long,  time  from  now, 
up  There,  you’ll  say — you’ll  say  as  how 
Hoke  took  good  care  of  you?  You  will 
sah,  won’t  you?” 

Charles  Ralston  gazed  at  the  negro  in 
silence  for  a moment,  with  the  tears 
running  down  his  face.  Then  turning, 
his  eyes  to  Heaven,  he  sobbed  in  a heart* 
rending  tone. : 

“Forgive  me,  almighty  God!  For- 
give me!” 

And  he  picked  up  Hoke  as  tenderly  as 
a mother  does  her  new-born  child,  and 
with  tears  flowing,  and  sobbing  as  if  his 
heart  were  breaking,  he  made  his  way 
through  the  dust  of  the  battle,  hindered 
in  his  march  by  no  one. 
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There  was  silence  on  the  porch  as  my 
uncle  ended  his  story,  and  I sat  in  silence 
watching  the  smoke  curling  upward 
from  his  pipe.  At  last  I spoke. 

"Did  Hoke  live?”  I asked  anxiously. 

"Yes,  indeed,”  answered  my  uncle. 
“Yes,  indeed ; and  so  did  Charles  Ralston. 
Ralston  never  spoke  roughly  to  a negro 
after  that.” 

There  was  another  deep  silence,  and 
this  time  I did  not  break  it.  The  negroes 
were  still  coming,  one  by  one,  on  their 
way  to  the  festivities,  and  were  passing 
our  porch  and  saluting  my  uncle.  At 
last  a bent-over,  wrinkled  old  negro  ap- 
proached. He  shuffled  along  slowly,  as 
if  each  step  gave  him  pain.  He,  too, 
mumbled  some  greetings  to  my  uncle. 
^“Evenin’,  Major  Stone,”  he  said. 

“Good  evening,  Hoke,”  answered  my 
uncle.  I pricked  up  my  ears  at  the 


name. 

“How’s  the  Captain?”  continued  my 
uncle.  “Better?” 

The  negro  started  back,  and  a worried 
look  passed  over  his  face. 

“He’s  not  well,  sah,”  he  said,  with  an 
anxious  frown.  “I — I’se  ’fraid  foh  him. 
He’s  not  well.”  Suddenly  a half-guilty 
look  came  over  his  honest  features. 
“Ah, — ah  reckon  as  how  ah  oughtn’t  go 
down  yonder  to  them  darkies.  Massa’s 
sick,  an  I — I’se ’fraid.  Ah  reckon  all’ll 
go  back  home  to  him.  He  needs  me, 
he  does.” 

I still  hold  in  my  mind  a picture  of 
good,  old  faithful  Hoke,  with  his  bent 
shoulders  and  wrinkled  face,  as  he  turned 
his  back  on  the  pleasures  awaiting  him, 
and  shuffled  across  the  field  on  his  way 
to  tend  his  “massa,”  who  needed  him. 

A.  W.  M. 


MY  LADY  AUTOMOBILE 


Never  did  a vacation  promise  more 
enjoyment  than  that  of  last  month. 
For  some  time,  I had  anticipated  a trip 
to  Washington,  and  I had  made  my 
plans  accordingly.  However,  fortune 
decreed  otherwise  and  called  away  the 
head  of  the  family,  on  a business  trip 
to  Canada.  That  settled  the  case  so 
far  as  Washington  was  concerned,  and 
somewhat  disappointedly  I continued  my 
stay  in  Boston.  Yet  all  pleasure  was 
not  to  be  denied  me.  No,  the  auto  still 
stood  very  passively  in  the  garage.  It 
is  there  yet,  and  is,  I hope,  repentant  of 
its  obstinacy,  for  despite  all  coaxings  it 
remained  placid  and  immovable,  through- 
out the  week.  It  was  not,  by  any  means, 
my  fault.  I massaged  its  brass  as- 
siduously, and  scratched  its  back  with 
a duster,  but  although  it  manifested  no 
signs  of  displeasure,  it  would  not  budge. 
I even  swept  the  floor  about  it,  aiYun- 


precedented  occurrence,  but  the  only 
smile  it  cracked  was  when  I dropped  a 
monkey-wrench  on  the  headlight.  Even 
then,  I thought  the  musical  accents  of 
the  glass  tinkling  on  the  cement  catch 
basin  to  be  rather  ironical.  At  last 
though,  the  feminine  nature  of  the  car 
drifted  to  my  subconscious  self  and  in- 
sinuated that  Easter  was  just  past,  and 
that  all  self  respecting  cars  need  a new 
top  at  that  season  of  the  year.  Why 
not?  Do  we  not  always  speak  of  a car  as 
“she”?  Was  any  “she”  ever  known  that 
did  not  demand  a new  “top”  at  Easter? 
Anyway,  whether  you  believe  me  or  not, 
the  moment  a new  top  was  put  on  that 
car,  she  started  at  once,  and  backed  out 
of  the  door  chuckling  in  a somewhat 
similar  way  to  the  locomotive  you  heard 
about  last  year,  “Thought  I’d  get  it, 
thought  I’d  get  it,  thought  I’d  get  it.” 

E.  G.  S.  ’14 


In  Physics. 

Teacher: — Now,  boys,  you  have  just 
learned  that  heat  expands  and  cold 
contracts.  Can  anyone  give  me  an 
example? 

Star  Pupil: — I can,  teacher.  In  the 
summer,  when  it’s  hot,  the  days  are 
long;  and,  in  the  winter,  when  it’s  cold, 
they’re  short. 

4e  :fc  4s  :fc  4s 

Rather  Watery. 

Englishman  (very  limited  in  French; 
on  leaving) : — Reservoir. 

Frenchman  (also  limited  in  En- 
lish) : — Tanks. 

4:  4^  Hs  4^ 

How  Ironical! 

The  auto  ran  out  of  the  garage  into 
the  yard  the  other  day.  It  was  loaded 
with  old  desks.  The  regulars  were 
having  the  daily  constitutional. 

“Say!”  called  one,  “are  you  going  to 
take  all  those  desks  away  from  school?” 

“Oh!  No,”  said  the  driver,  “we’re 
only  taking  them  out  to  get  the  air. 
They  get  so  tired.” 

So  you  took  your  boy  out  of  school. 
I suppose  he’s  down  on  the  farm  now? 


Yes.  He’s  so  down  on  the  farm  he 
says  he  wouldn’t  stay  there  for  a thou- 
sand dollars. 

4:  4:  4:  4:  4:  4: 

In  The  Laboratory. 

John: — Yes,  Ed  over  there  thinks 
he’s  a wonder  at  Chem.  He  says  he 
expects  his  name  to  go  down  to  poster- 
ity— 

(Flash ! crash ! smash !) 

Bill.: — Well  if  he  doesn’t  look  out, 
it  will  go  down  before  he  knows  it. 

4:  4:  4:  4:  4:  4; 

Repartee. 

Country  Cousin: — Yep,  William,  the 
hull  country’s  all  stirred  up. 

City  Relative: — Is  that  so’.  What’s 
happened,  Cy? 

Country  Cousin: — Jes’t  plowin,’  by 
heck.  Haw — Haw. 

4c  4:  4c  4:  4:  4c 

Willie:— Say,  Pop,  don’t  it  get  cold- 
er when  the  thermometer  falls? 

Father: — Yes,  my  son. 

Willie: — Well,  you'd  better  get  out 
your  overcoat  and  ear-muffs.  I just 
dropped  the  thermometer  out  the  win- 
dow and  it  broke. 


W.  A.  G. 
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Some  of  us  like  the  new  arrangement 
for  dismissal,  especially  those  who  leave 
at  two  o’clock. 

The  Latin  School  Spirit  is  a fact.  If 
you  do  not  yet  feel  it,  for  pity’s  sake 
keep  still  about  it.  You  will  grow  to 
it  in  time.  The  trouble  is  that  a big 
thought  like  that  can’t  get  into  a small 
space.  Your  mind  is  constantly  broad- 
ening; so  cheer  up!  If  it  is  not,  you 
will  fall  out  of  line  pretty  soon  and  so 
do  no  damage.  Like  most  familiar 
things,  this  Spirit  is  not  always  observed 
as  it  lives  here  with  us.  It  is  sometimes 
necessary  to  be  away  for  a while  in 
order  to  realize  its  presence.  An  old 
graduate  sees  it  the  second  he  enters 
this  building.  Military  drill  looks  much 
more  attractive  fiom  the  balcony  than 
from  the  floor.  On  the  floor  theie  is 
hustle  and  dust.  Somebody  walks  on 
your  new  shoes  and  another  tells  you  to 
“Guide  up!”  It  is  the  same  way  in  rec- 
itations and  athletics,  but  just  remem- 
ber this,  that  after  it  is  all  over,  you 
would  give  a great  deal  to  go  through 
it  again,  and  if  you  have  ever  done  any- 
thing to  hurt  that  Spirit,  it  will  trouble 
your  conscience  a whole  lot.  Isn’t  it 
better  to  take  somebody’s  word  for  it 
if  you  cannot  see  it  for  yourself,  and 
make  your  school  career  such  that 
when  you  do  get  your  eyes  open,  you 
will  have  nothing  to  regret,  and  make 
the  Spirit  so  full  of  life  that  the  next  lot 
of  would-be  cynics  can’t  go  down  the 
corridor  without  recognizing  and  shak- 
ing hands  with  Him? 


One  reason  The  Register  is  not  better 
may  be  that  the  Editor  has  to  plan  on 
how  he  can  cut  things  down  to  go  into 
the  pages  which  the  Business  Manager 
has  been  forced  to  let  him  have,  because 
the  printer  won’t  print  any  less.  The 
Register  at  a dollar  a year  might  cost 
you  your  ice-cream  fo  r two  weeks,  but 
it  would  save  the  Business-Manager’s 
eyes  when  he  looks  for  a surplus  in  June. 
Advertisers  favor  a paper  that  looks  pros- 
perous and  a year  of  dollar  subscrip- 
tions, backed  by  a hustling  Business 
Manager,  would  place  us  so  that  the 
next  year  we  could  almost  pay  a bonus 
to  you  for  reading  our  efforts.  Who 
desires  to  be  Business  Manager  next 
year?  Speak  now! 

In  about  a month  we  shall  wonder 
why  we  cannot  remember  the  lessons 
which  we  did  those  nights  after  we  came 
home  from  the  dance  or  theatre. 

On  Monday  morning  April  13,  the 
school  had  the  pleasure  of  listening  to 
the  reading  of  verses  on  the  subject  of 
Peace,  by  the  author,  Mr.  Nathan 

Haskell  Dole. 

****** 

The  June  number  of  The  Register 
ought  to  be  fine.  It  would  be  poor 
taste  to  tell  you  what  it  will  cost  us, 
but  we  advise  you  to  start  saving  your 
spare  change  to  buy  extra  copies,  for  the 
pictures  of  our  athletes,  and  other  at- 
tractions will  be  worth  preserving. 
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Basebell  has  now  started  in  earnest 
and  although  we  have  lost  our  first 
three  games,  this  has  been  due  more  to 
the  poor  playing  of  our  team  than  to 
the  merit  of  our  opponents.  As  a 
whole  the  team  shows  too  much  in- 
dividualism; that  is,  each  player  for 
himself  rather  than  nine  men  as  a team. 
Secondly,  the  fielding  has  been  wretched, 
but  with  practice  this  may  be  cured. 

As  to  players,  there  is  a fine  lot  out, 
and  there  is  no  doubt  that  with  a little 
more  practice  we  can  develop  a cham- 
pionship team.  Starting  at  the  pitcher’s 
position,  we  have  two  men  who  are 
steady  and  reliable,  Enwright  and  Dol- 
son,  while  Captain  McGinn  is  without 
a peer  as  catcher,  and  also  heads  the 
batting  list?  Fitzgerald  at  first  is  per- 
haps the  steadiest  player  on  the  team, 
and  his  work  to  date  has  proved  him  well 
capable  of  retaining  that  position.  Cook 
has  played  well  at  second  base,  while 
Cousens  easily  seems  the  best  man  for 
third.  Whalen  has  been  a good  short- 
stop, and  has  shown  clever  work  with 
the  bat.  Finally,  in  the  outfield  we 
have  quantity  but  not  quality,  al- 
though all  the  fellow's  have  tried- 


Moloney  is  perhaps  the  most  expe- 
rienced, while  Sullivan,  O’Keefe,  Devine, 
and  E.  Martin  have  also  played  well. 
Connolly,  Daley,  and  MacIntyre  are 
good  fielders  wrho  have  not  yet  had 
enough  tryout  to  prove  their  w'orth. 
Therefore,  with  the  advent  of  the  new 
uniforms  the  team  may  get  together 
and  win  the  rest  of  the  schedule. 
****** 

Stillman  R.  Dunham,  Jr.,  To,  has  been 
appointed  Manager  of  the  1914  foot- 
ball team. 

****** 

Robert  M.  Dunning  of  Class  III,  is 
Assistant  Manager  of  the  football  team. 
* ***** 

The  crew  races  wall  be  held  as  follows. 
Semi-finals  on  Monday,  June  1 
Finals  on  Wednesday,  June  3 
****** 

Jacob  C.  Morse  ’7G  has  offered  a copy 
of  A.  G.  Spalding’s  book  on  baseball  to 
that  member  of  this  year’s  school  nine 
who  shall  be  “most  alert  in  his  work 
on  the  team  and  in  his  studies,  as  w'ell 
as  satisfactory  in  deportment.”  This 
welcome  gift  will  be  presented  at  the 
season’s  close  to  that  player  wrhom  the 
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teacher-coach  and  teacher-manager  in 
consultation  shall  think  most  deserving 
of  it. 

* * * * * * 


Medford  High  12  Boston  Latin  2 

On  Wednesday,  April  15,  our  baseball 
team  started  the  season  by  losing  to 
Medford.  Cousensand  Enwright  saved 
us  from  a shut-out  by  scoring  a run  each 
in  the  3rd  inning.  Up  to  the  sixth 
inning  Dolson  pitched  well,  but  then 
Medford  found  out  his  curves  and  gained 
six  runs.  Moloney  was  then  put  in,  but 
Medford  gathered  6 more;  finally  En- 
wright took  the  box,  and  held  Medford 
for  the  remaining  inning.  For  Latin 
School  Captain  McGinn  was  the  star 
man,  making  a three  bagger,  a two  bag- 
ger, and  two  singles.  Fitzgerald  also  put 
up  a fine  game  at  first  base,  getting  hold 
of  several  wild  throws.  For  Medford 


Little  and  Crowe  played  well. 

B.  L.  S. 

bh.  po 


Cousens,  3.b.  1 1 

Enwright,  1.  f & p.  12 

M.Ginn,  c.  4 9 

Fitzgerald,  lb.  15 

Dolson,  p.  11 

O’Keefe,  c.  f.  0 0 

Sullivan,  c.  f.  0 0 

Cook,  r.  f.  0 1 

Murphy,  2b.  0 1 

E.  Martin,  2b.  0 1 

Whalen,  s.  s..  13 

Moloney,  p & 1.  f.  0 0 

Total  9 24 

Umpire — Cotting. 


a 

2 

1 

2 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

2 

1 

1 

0 

9 


M.  H.  S. 


Laird,  2 b. 
Little,  3 b. 
Crow,  1 b. 
Burrill,  l.f. 
Doyle,  c.f. 
Sullivan,  r.f. 
Frazier,  s.s. 
Reynolds,  c. 
Sweeney,  p. 


bh  po  a 

1 2 3 

2 1 3 

1 16  0 
2 1 0 
2 1 0 
2 1 0 

0 0 3 

1 5 0 

2 0 5 
Total  13  27  14 


e. 

0 

0 

2 

T 

0 
0 
0 

1 
0 
1 
2 
0 


0 

1 

0 

0 

1 

0 

2 

0 

0 

4 


Somerville  High  7 Boston  Latin  2 

Our  second  game  was  lost  by  poor 
fielding,  for  three  of  Somerville’s  runs 


were  due  to  errors,  while  with  one  ex- 
ception, a three-bagger,  the  remaining 
three  runs  were  made  on  single  hits. 
Enwright  pitched  a fine  game  through- 
out, while  Whalen  played  well  at  short- 
stop, assisting  in  a double  play  to  Cook 
to  Fitzgerald.  In  the  last  inning  our 
team  showed  some  spirit,  Cousens  and 
McGinn  brought  in  two  runs,  thus 
saving  us  again  from  a tout-shu.  For 
Somerville  Ford  and  the  Robertsons 


played  well. 


B.  L.  S. 

Cousens,  3b. 

Whalen,  s.s. 

M.Ginn,  c. 

Enwright,  p. 

Fitzgerald,  lb. 

Connolly,  E.  Martin,  r.  f 
Cook  2b. 

Moloney,  MacIntyre,  c.  f. 


Devine,  Daley,  1.  f. 


S.  H.  S. 

Downing  ,3b. 
Murphy,  St.  Angelo,  c.f. 

Ford,  s.s. 
H.  Robertson,  c 
Hirschon,  2b. 
J.  Robertson,  lb. 
Biandri,  c.f. 
Hyde,.r.  f. 


Wilkinson,  Tibberts,  p. 


Newton  High  1 Boston  Latin  0 

Our  annual  holiday  game  with  New- 
ton was  lost  by  a single  error,  for  Newell 
of  Newton,  having  hit  a two  bagger  and 
made  third  on  a sacrifice,  was  brought 
in  on  an  easy  hit  by  Higgins,  which  was 
fumbled  by  Whalen,  who  made  up  for 
the  error  later  by  putting  out  two  men 
and  assisting  in  putting  out  four  others. 
Enwright  pitched  a good  game  allowing 
only  four  hits,  while  Cousens,  showed 
great  improvement  over  the  other  two 
games.  Sullivan  starred  for  Latin,  knock- 


ing out  a two-bagger,  and  making  a 
good  catch  in  the  second  inning. 


Boston  Latin 

Cousens,  3b. 
Whalen,  s.s. 
McGinn,  c. 
Enwright,  p. 
Fitzgerald,  lb. 
Cook,  2b. 
Devine,  l.f. 
Moloney,  c.  f. 
Sullivan,  r.  f. 
Umpire  Hyslop. 


ab  po  a e lb 
4 14  0 0 
4 4 4 4 1 
4 3 0 0 0 
4 0 4 0 2 
4 14  0 0 1 
3 2 0 2 0 
3 0 0 0 0 
3 10  11 
3 0 10  1 


Newton  High. 

O’Neil,  s.s. 
Dunmore,  r.f. 
King,  lb. 


ab  po  a e 
4 0 0 0 
4 0 0 0 
4 7 0 0 
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n 


Bryson,  2b. 
Wansker,  c.  f. 
Vachon,  1.  f. 
Newell,  c. 
Harris,  3b. 
Higgins,  p. 


4 0 2 0 
4 0 0 0 
4 2 0 0 
4 17  1 0 
3 10  0 
3 0 2 0 


Umpire,  Ilyslop, — Time  1 hour,  40  minutes. 
Hits  off  Enwright  4;  off  Higgins,  3 
Strike  outs  by  Enwright  3;  by  Higgins,  15. 
Base  on  balls  off  Enwright  1;  off  Higgins,  3. 
****** 


CREW. 

Out  of  the  thirty  candidates  who 
first  reported  for  crew,  the  number  has 
been  repeatedly  cut  down  until  only 
a dozen  remain.  These  are  Captain 
Kielty,  who  is  coxswain  of  the  first 
crew,  Bowen,  Dunton,  Walsh,  Hunt, 
Hetherstone,  Levinson,  Mansfield,  Mur- 
dough,  R.  Martin,  Povah  and  Schoener. 
The  crews  have  been  spending  most  of 
their  time  in  trying  to  acquire  a long 
slow  stroke,  which  is  the  secret  of  a 
winning  crew.  Later  they  will  take 
long  endurance  rows,  accompanied  by 
short  40-stroke  spurts.  Mr.  George 
Brignolia,  an  oarsman  of  local  fame,  has 
been  engaged  as  coach . 

The  First  Crew: — -Coxswain:  Capt. 
Kielty;  Stroke,  Hunt;  No.  3,  Bowen 
No.  2 Murdough  Dunton  Bow, 

The  Second  Crew:— Coxswain  Shoener 
Hecherstone  Stroke;  Povah  No.  3; 
No.  2 Walsh  Bow,  R.  Martin 

Levinson  and  Dudley  Substitues 


Track 

( Continued  from  last  month.) 

Cambridge  Latin  31j/£  B.  L.  34J  ? 

Contrary  to  school  opinion  we  had  a 
very  close  shave  in  beating  the  “Can- 
tabs,  for  they  showed  up  extremely 
well  in  the  field  events,  and  had  it  not 
been  for  the  winning  of  the  third  place  in 
the  shot-put  by  Fine,  we  should  have  lost. 
Rice  won  the  dash,  and  Martin  and 
Davis  ran  a good  race  in  the  1000-yd.  run. 


The  summary: 

30 -yard  dash.  Won  by  Rice  (L) ; 
Doyle  (C)  second;  Fay  (L)  third;  Ray- 
mond (C)  fourth.  Time  4f  seconds. 

300-yard  run.  Won  by  Cousens  (L); 
O'Keefe  (L)  second;  Gilpatric  (L)  third; 
Donovan  (C)  fourth. 

600 -yard  run.  Won  by  Doyle  (C) ; 
Moloney  (L)  second;  Hamilton  (C)  third; 
Jones  (C)  fourth. 

1000-yard  run.  Won  by  Martin  (L) : 
Davis  (L)  second;  McCrilas  (C)  third; 
Trainer  (L)  fourth. 

Running  high  jump.  Won  by  Dick- 
inson (C) ; Dunton  (L)  and  Leith  (C)  tied 
for  second;  Sheehan  (C)  and  Laird  (L) 
tied  for  fourth.  Height  5 feet,  3 inches. 

Shot-put.  Won  by  Cowen  (C);  Dick- 
inson (C)  second;  Fine  (L)  third;  Shee- 
han (C)  and  Povah  (L)  tied  for  fourth. 
Distance  39  feet. 

Intermediate  Team  race  won  by  Boston 
Latin.  ((  imberlatt,  Swartz,  Duntley, 
Bresnahan,  O’Neil.) 

****** 

THE  REGIMENTAL  MEET. 

As  was  expected  High  School  of  Com- 
merce (109  Vi  pts.)  won  the  Regimental 
meet  with  English  High  (70  ? pts.)  sec- 
ond and  Dorchester  High  (61  J pts.) 
third,  while  Latin  School  (33^  pts.) 
thanks  to  her  intermediates  and  juniors, 
came  in  fourth  by  a wide  lead  over  Me- 
chanic Arts.  (lOj/o  pts).  Fourteen  records 
were  broken,  two  by  Latin  runners; 
Sydney  Laird,  holder  of  the  world’s 
junior  high  jump  record,  making  an  in- 
termediate jump  of  oft  2%  inches,  thus 
breaking  Hersey’s  record  of  5 feet,  2\j 
inches,  and  the  intermediate  relay  lower- 
ing the  time  from  1 minute,  21  1 seconds 
to  1 minute,  20  \ seconds.  This  relay 
totalled  14  of  Latin’s  33  points,  for  three 
of  its  men  captured  places  in  their  own 
events.  While  our  junior  relay  also  de- 


i8 
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feated  English  High,  our  senior  relay  did 
not,  as  English  High  had  the  pole  and 
clung  to  it,  although  Foster  Cousens, 
who  ran  anchor-man,  almost  passed 
Coughlin,  who  was  considered  their  fast- 
est man. 

The  following  is  the  summary  of  the 
Latin  school  point  winners: 


SENIOR. 

Name 

Event  Place 

Pts. 

McGrath 

45  yd  Hurdles  Third 

2 

Maloney 

600  yd  Run  Fo 

urth 

1 

Povah 

12-lb  Shot-put 

Fourth 

1 

INTERMEDIATES. 

Duntley 

45-yard  Dash 

Third 

2 

McL  ought 

in  45-yard  Dash 

Fourth 

1 

O’Neil 

220-yard  Run 

First 

5 

Cimmerblatt  220-yard  Run 

Third 

2 

*Laird 

Running  High  Jump 

First 

5 

Malloy 

Running  High  Jump 

Fourth 

1 

JUNIORS. 

Merrill 

160-yard  Run 

Third 

2 

T ravers 

160-yard  Run 

Fourth 

1 

Gavin  Running  High  Jump  Tie 

for  Second 

2^ 

Larsen  Running  High  Jump  Tie  for  Fourth 


RELAYS. 

Senior : English  High  (Downey,  Shel- 
burne, Scott,  Coughlin)  0.  defeated 
B.  L.  S.(  Fay,  Gillis,  Gilpatrick,  Cousens) 
* Intermediate:  B.  L.  S.  (Duntley, 
Godkin,  Cimmerblatt,  O’Neil)  5,  defeat- 
ed English  High  (Barrows,  Greenberg, 
Bloomberg,  Atwood) 

f Junior : B.  L.  S.  (Kroetsch,  Gavin, 
Larsen,  Cohen)  defeated  English  High 
(Pollay,  Keane,  Tomasello,  Fitts.  2^ 
Total.  33 * "2  points. 

*New  Record;  fSecond  best  time 
for  junior  relay. 

Track  sweaters  were  awarded  to: 
Cousens,  Davis,  Manager  Kielty,  Ma- 
loney, E.  Martin,  O’Neil  and  Povah  - Let- 
ters without  sweaters  were  voted  to  Cim- 
merblatt, Duntley,  Godkin,  Gillis,  Fay, 
Laird,  and  Rice. 

“Farmer,”  ’14 


Advertisements 


HIGH  GRADE  ENGRAVING 

Class  Invitations 

Programs  — Dance  Orders 
Students  stationery  supplies 
Fountain  pens,  Photo  Books 

57-61  FRANKLIN 
STREET 

BOSTON,  MASS. 


Harvard  Dental  School 

A Department  of  Harvard  University 
A graduate  of  the  four-year  course  in 
this  school  admitted  without  examina- 
tions. 

New  buildings.  Modern  equipment.  Large  clinics 
give  each  student  unusual  opportunities  for  practi- 
cal work.  Degree  of  D.  M.  D. 

EUGENE  H.  SMITH,  D.  M.  D.,  Dean,  Boston,  Mass. 


This  B.  L.  S.  Pin 


CAN  BE  ORDERED  OF 
A.  M.  SONNABEND  (R.  13) 

OR  FROM  THE  MANUFACTURER 

DOKKETY 

CLASS  PINS 

MEDALS 
BADGES,  CUPS 
TROPHIES 

DESIGNS  AND  ESTIMATES  SUBMITTED 
FREE  OF  CHARGE.  DEAL  DIRECT 
WITH  THE  MANUFACTURER, 
WHO  HAS  DEVOTED  25  YEARS 
TO  CREATING  AND  MAKING 
ONLY  THE  HIGHEST  GRADE 
GOODS.  ALL  WORK  ABSO- 
LUTELY GUARANTEED 

387  Washington  St. 
BOSTON,  MASS 


Bowling  Alleys 

AT  THE 

BOSTON  YOUNG  MEN’S 
CHRISTIAN  ASSOCIATION 

320  Huntington  Avenue 
For  further  information  address 

James  G.  Barnes 

High  School  Secretary 


PEARLS  FOR  SPRING 
Introduced  by 

(jparatalaiii 

Newest  in  Shirts  and  Neckwear 
Revelation  Quality  $2.00  Beaconsfield  Quality  $3.00 

659  Washington  St.,  (Gaiety  Theatre  Bldg) 

637  Washington  St.,  Cor.  of  Boylston  St. 


Please  mention  “The  Register”  when  patronizing  our  advertisers: 
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PHOTOGRAPHS 

We  offer  to  pupils  of  the 
Boston  Latin  School  a special  dis- 
count of  25%. 

notman  Studio 

3 Park  Street,  Boston. 


rhe  Finest  Ice  Cream  Soda 

IN  THE  CITY 

5c 

Epstein’s 

Boston's  Busiest  T)rug  Store. 

SCOLLAY  SQUARE. 

Developing,  Printing 
and  Camera  Supplies 
AT  POPULAR  PRICES 


To  the  Class  of  1914. 

The  Boy  who  attains  the  highest 
mark  in  the  class  of  1914  will  be 
given  a position  in  our  office  upon 
his  being  admitted  to  the  Massa- 
chusetts Bar. 

STONEMAN, 

GOULD  and  STONEMAN. 


48  BOYLSTON  ST. 


A Youhg  Mah  s Club 

Opportunity  for  Comradeship  and 
Social  Service 

Gymnasium , 

Library, 

Entertainments, 
Lectures,  Clubs, 
Employment . 

MEMBERSHIP 

GENERAL  ....  $1.00  PER  YEAR 

WITH  GYMNASIUM  . . 8 00  *• 

•*  “ (LIMITED)  5 00  “ “ 

SUSTAINING  10  00  “ 

SEND  FOR  CIRCULAR 
FRANK  F.  LOCKE,  PRES’T. 

CHARLES  L.  BURRILL,  SECTY. 


Printing  and  Binding 

We  possess  unexcelled  facilities  for 
editing  and  printing  your  school  or 
college  paper.  Our  plant  is  one  oi  the 
largest  and  best  equipped  establishments 
in  New  England,  and  we  are  in  a position 
to  render  you  prompt  and  efficient  ser- 
vice. We  print  a number  of  New 
England  school  papers. 

English  and  French  Monotype  Composi- 
tion. 

OUR  BINDERY  one  of  the  finest  in  the 
East,  is  thoroughly  able  to  handle  repair 
work.  We  make  a specialty  of  Public 
Library  and  School  Library  work. 

SEND  US  A TRIAL  ORDER 

ATHENS  PUBLISHING  CO. 
100  Ruggles  St., 

Boston,  Mass. 
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Arrow 


COLLAR  2for 254 

Cluelt  PeaWv  ty’Cg.Inc.  Makers 


€lt/rvn  C/iampfmn.rPcop 

161  TREMONT  ST.  BOSTON. 

CLASS  PHOTOGRAPHERS  FOR  1912  and  1913 

During  the  Holiday  season  we  shall  be  very  glad  to  extend 
the  students'  class  rates  for  Photographs,  to  the  class  of 
1914. 


U.  HOLZER 

(INC.) 

25  Bromfield  St.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

All  kinds  of  Books  bound  and  repaired. 

Maps  and  Charts  mounted. 

Portfolios,  Scrap  Books,  Blank  Books,  etc.,  made  t® 
order. 

Lettering  In  Gold;  Paper-Splitting;  Inlaying;  etc. 
Photographs  Mounted  on  Card  or  Paper  without 
CockUng. 


ESTABLISHED  1870 


Telephon e 


Elevator,  21  Bromfield  St. 


£ 0 ttv V U & A * 

Charles  Wagner 
Clothing  Co. 

17?  Summer  St. 

Wholesale  Clothiers . 

The  Lunches  served  at  the  Boston 
Latin  School  are  produced  at  the — 

New  England  Kitchen 

39--45  Charles  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 

Conducted  by  the — 

WOMEN’S  EDUCATIONAL 
and  INDUSTRIAL  UNION 

Federal  Hat  Co. 

Young  men’s  Hats,  Caps  and 
Gloves  for  all  occasions 

10%  Discount  if  you  mention 
the  Register. 

40  Huntington  Ave. 

166  Federal  St. 


FIFTY-SIXTH  YEAR 


J.  S.  WATERMAN  & SONS 


INCORPORATED 


Unbertaftere 

2326  Washington  St.  BOSTON 
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Tufts  College 


Important  Change  in  Entrance  Requirements. 

Commencing  with  the  session  1914-15  one 
year  of  work  in  an  approved  college,  including 
Biology,  Chemistry,  Physics,  and  either  French 
or  German,  in  addition  to  graduation  from  an 
approved  high  school,  or  to  regular  admission  to 
said  college,  will  be  required  for  admission  to  Tufts 
College  Medical  School. 


Tufts  College 
Dental  School 

;ed  and  remodelled. 

Three-years’ graded  course  covering  all  branch- 
es of  Dentistry.  Laboratory  and  scientific  courses 
are  given  in  connection  with  the  Medical  School. 
Clinical  facilities  unsurpassed,  40,000  treatments 
being  made  annually  in  the  Infirmary. 


Medical  School 

The  building  has  recently  been  enlar< 


For  further  information,  or  for  a catalogue,  apply  to 

FREDERIC  M.  BRIGGS,  M.  D.,  Secretary, 
Tufts  College  Medical  and  Dental  Schools, 
416  Huntington  Avenue,  Boston,  Mass. 


HIGH  SCHOOL  SUITS 
WITH  LONG  TROUSERS: 

Made  especially  for  boys  who 
are  going  into  long  trousers  for 
the  first  time- -smart  styles, 
fashionable  fabrics  and  service- 
able. 

$7.50,  $10  & $12. 


ADAMS  SQUARE 


Military  Goods 

AT  A SAVING  OF  25c  TO  $1.00 

White  Ducks  85C 

Corporals’  chevrons  35C 

Sergeants’  " 50C 

Best  grade  cap  with  letters,  $1.00 

Also  a great  saving  on 

Privates 9 Blouses,  Officers 9 
Coats  & Caps,  White  Duck  & 
Blue  Serge  Trousers 

ROSENFIELD  & RAPKIN 

15  School  St. 

Up  one  flight.  BOSTON 
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CARPENTER 

SPECIAL 


$3.00  Self-Service  Shoe  $3.00 
Styles  that  compare  very  favorably 
with  the  $4.00  and  $5.00  kinds. 

Our  Rubber  Soles  are  exceptionally 
attractive. 


Stores 


( 249  Washington  St. 
( 9 Boylston  Street. 


Federal  Hat  Co. 


Macullar  Parker 
Company 

PROPER  CLOTHING  AND 
FURNISHINGS  FOR 
STUDENTS  AND  YOUNG 
MEN 


Young  men’s  Hats,  Caps  and 
Gloves  for  all  occasions 

10%  Discount  if  you  mention 
the  Register. 

40  Huntington  Ave. 

1G6  Federal  St. 


STETSON  HATS  EXCLUSIVELY 

(STIFF  AND  SOFT) 

400  WASHINGTON  STREET 


STRAW  HATS 

FOR  MEN  AND  YOUNG  MEN. 

^[Smart  snappy  styles  in  Sennit 
and  fancy  braids  which  will  give 
you  that  up-to-date  appearance. 
Come  in  and  look  at  our  high 
and  taper  crown  Sailors  at 

$2.00  and  $3.00 

Aslo  our  pencil  curl  and  dished 
brim  Panama  and  Bankoks  at 

$5.00,  $6.00,  $7.50 

SPHINX  HAT  STORE 

LONG  BROS. 


Musical  Instruments 

DRUMS 

$5.00  to  $20.00 

Up-to-date  Designs  Evenly  Balanced 
Snappy,  Responsive 

FIFES 

50c  to  $9.00 

Approved  Standard  Makes  and  Models. 
Tone,  Quality 

REGULATION  BUGLES 

The  Better  Kind 

90c  to  $4.50 
MILITARY  FLUTES 

Special  for  Drum  Corps 

$1.00  to  $10.00 
VIOLINS 

Catalog  free  upon  request.  Visit  our 
Warerooms 

OLIVER  DITSON  COMPANY 

150  Tremont  St.  BOSTON,  MASS. 
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Why  should  you  pay 
15c  for  a cotton  collar 
when  you  can  buy  my 
genuine  linen  collar  for 

Send  for  Collar  Catalogue 
Every  Day  is  Value  Day  at 


PATBICIAN — One  of  69  Styles— 10c.  Linea  Collar 


The  Men  ’ Store 
SCHOOL STREET 
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A.  SHUMAN &C0- 

‘THE  SERVICE  STORE” 

Smart  Collegian  Clothes  with 
lots  of  “kick”  to  them.  The 
Spring  and  Summer  models  are 
triumphs  of  the  designers’  art 
and  masterfully  tailored. 

SUITS  AND  OVERCOATS 

$1 5.  to  $40. 


Shuman  Corner. 
Boston 


g>tubent  3Bag$ 


COLORS:  BLACK 
BROWN  AND  TAN. 

$2.50  AND  UP 

S.  S.  MILLER  & SON 

182  SUMMER  ST. 

Opposite  South  Station 


We  invite  you  to  inspect 
the  Whittaker  “Maid” 

STRAWS 

for  the  Summer  of  1914 

BERKSHIRE  STRAWS  $3. 
| WHITFIELD  STRAWS  $2. 
PANAMAS  $5,  $6.  $7. 

F rank  E.  Whittaker  & Co. 
171  Federal  St. 


STOWELL’S 

The  Logical  Boston  Gift  Store 

To  the  seeker  ior  unusual  gifts  we  offer  jewelry 
and  merchandise  which  represent  the  utmost 
in  the  jeweler’s  and  silversmith’s  art,  gathered 
from  the  world’s  markets. 

We  especially  invite  readers  of  this  paper  to 
visit  our  store,  whether  intending  to  purchase 
or  not,  and  examine  our  interesting  display  of 

Diamonds  and  Pearls, Gold  Jewelry, Cut  Glass, 
Sterling  Silverware,  Chafing  Dish  Accessories, 
Choice  Imported  China,  Clocks,  Bronzes, 
| Umbrellas  and  Leather  Goods;  also  American 
and  Abalone  Pearl  Jewelry,  of  which  wre  make 
a specialty. 


We  make  a specialty  of  Class 
Pins.  Designs  and  estimates 
furnished  upon  request. 


24  Winter  St.,  Boston. 

JEWELERS  FOR  91  YEARS. 
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THE  FOOTBALL  TEAM,  1913 
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THE  MUSIC  MISTRESS. 


“Very  well,  sir.  We  may  as  well  con- 
sider the  matter  settled  for  the  present 
at  least.  If  you  can  count  on  your 
ability  so  well,  go  as  far  as  you  like.  I 've 
heard  it  said  that  yours  is  the  longest 
head  in  the  theatrical  profession.  Then 
use  it;  and  if  that  be  reason,  make  the 
most  of  it,”  and  the  speaker  tittered  as 
he  glanced  at  the  long,  narrow  coun- 
tenance of  his  tentative  enemy. 

Mr  John  Bangs  was  manager  of  the 
Canarsie  Theatre,  the  biggest  play- 
house in  Newr  York,  and  this  reference 
to  a much  discussed  physical  peculiarity 
in  the  man  who  was  a power  among  the 
“stats;”  who  wars  theatre  owner,  manager 


and  producer,  and  half  a dozen  other 
things  as  well,  neither  flattered  him,  nor 
restored  to  him  that  peace  of  mind 
which,  though  habitual  with  him,  had 
left  him  but  a short  time  before.  His 
next  remark  showed  how  little  he  rel- 
ished the  satirical  stab  which  had  es- 
caped the  other  man’s  lips.  Peering 
through  his  cigar  smoke  at  his  antag- 
onist, he  allowed  his  eyelids  to  narrow 
down,  until  his  eyes  seemed  like  two 
hideous  slits  in  a none  too  handsome 
face.  Deep  in  thought,  he  was  silent  a 
moment  before  answering. 

“The  matter,  Mr  Macon,  as  you  will 
learn  shortly,  is  by  no  means  settled. 
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And  as  to  my  head,  in  regard  to  which 
you  saw  fit  to  make  such  a witty,  though 
trite,  remark,  you  shall  soon  find  that, 
in  more  ways  than  one,  it  is  much  longer 
than  the  heads  of  both  of  the  Macon 
Brothers  put  together!  ‘Two  heads  are 
better  than  one’  is  infallible  only  when 
you’re  serving  lettuce.” 

The  third  occupant  of  the  little  smoke 
filled  office,  Nat  Macon,  or  Macon 
Senior,  as  he  was  familiarly  known,  had 
up  to  this  time  taken  no  active  part  in 
the  conversation.  Now,  however,  he 
could  not  refrain  from  giving  voice  to  a 
thought  that  had  just  flashed  across  his 
brain. 

“I  can  see  no  reason,  Mr  Bangs,” 
said  he,  ‘‘why  I should  offer  you  any 
suggestions,  inasmuch  as  you  appear  to 
be  in  a frame  of  mind  that  is,  to  say  the 
least,  plainly  hostile  to  us.  Still,  I ven- 
ture to  suggest  that,  failing  in  your 
legal  attempts,  as  you  possibly  may 
fail,  you  instruct  those  little  Beaux 
Brummels  who  usher  for  you,  to  sit 
out  on  the  fire  escape,  as  they  usually 
do,  and  whistle  and  swear  so  loud  that 
the  girl  will  move  out  at  once.” 

Bangs,  with  an  impatient  gesture,  and 
the  air  of  one  thoroughly  disgusted, 
tossed  his  cigar  so  far  out  of  the  window 
that  it  struck  the  opposite  curb.  Then, 
wheeling  around  in  his  chair  until  he 
faced  the  older  of  the  brothers,  he  re- 
marked, not  without  a trace  of  asperity, 
‘‘I  should  suppose,  sir,  that  one  of  your 
age  and  reputed  intelligence  could  differ- 
entiate between  the  time  for  joking  and 
the  time  for  seriousness.  And  if  ever 
anything  was  serious,  this  muddle  is. 
Here  we  are  running  the  best  show  in 
town,  and  losing  something  like  three 
hundred  dollars  a night,  and  why? 
Merely  because  out  of  pure  sentiment, 


you  choose  to  permit  a girl  to  go  on  giv- 
ing heart-rending  music  lessons  in  your 
building  to  the  complete  astonishment 
and  chagrin  not  only  of  us,  but  of  all 
your  tenants  as  well.” 

The  other  brother,  Walter,  looked 
up  in  surprise. 

"In  that,”  he  said,  “I  beg  leave  to 
contradict  you.  When  this  trouble  be- 
gan we  made  a canvass  of  the  tenants  in 
the  building,  and  all,  even  grouchy  old 
Winters,  the  broker,  were  so  thoroughly 
in  love  with  the  girl  that  we  grew  pretty 
jealous.” 

As  the  “we"  he  had  used  was  the  famil- 
iar editorial  “we,”  a significant  little 
laugh  broke  from  the  lips  of  Bangs 
when  the  older  brother  “cut  in”  with 
“That’s  right,  we  did.”  As  a matter  of 
fact,  both  of  the  brothers  had  long  since 
passed  the  age  when  people  usually 
marry,  and  yet,  in  these  days,  when  old 
men  begin  to  think  of  matrimony  in 
their  late  nineties,  one  is  by  no  means 
certain  that  there  is  any  limit  in  the 
hazardous  game. 

“Well,  I told  you  before  that  bus- 
iness isn’t  run  on  sentiment.  They 
may  all  love  the  girl,  but  that  doesn’t 
make  them  love  the  music  lessons  she 
sends  shooting  through  the  windows.” 

“Those  who  stay  in  the  building  at 
night  when  she  does  the  playing,  or  has 
it  done,  say  that  when  it  gets  too  strong, 
they  close  their  windows.  If  you  can’t 
close  your  windows,  that  isn’t  our  fault. 
The  girl’s  there,  and  so  long  as  we  own 
the  Macon  Building,  she  may  stay,  if 
she  cares  to,”  and  having  delivered  him- 
self of  this  speech,  Walter  Macon  rose, 
as  if  to  bring  the  interview  to  an  end. 

“Very  well,  sir.  I shall  be  forced  to  use 
the  instrument  which  comes  nearest  my 
hand — the  law.  I thought  you  would 
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listen  to  reason.  To  get  an  injunction 
against  you,  or  the  girl,  will  require 
months,  and  meanwhile  our  reputation 
as  the  best  house  in  town  is  going  all  to 
pieces.  If  you  would  accept  a check — ” 

“For  what  purpose?”  drily  remarked 
Walter  Macon. 

“Get  the  girl  a studio  somewhere  else 
in  the  building.  We’ll  be  glad  to  pay 
the  rent,  if  she’ll  only  move.”  he  added 
helplessly. 

Macon  laughed.  “You  probably 
know  how  that  proposition  would  be 
received  by  her,”  he  answered. 

“Oh,  hang  it  all!  She  wouldn’t  know 
anything  about  it.  She  has  confidence 
in  you.  You’re  old  friends  of  her  fath- 
er’s, and  you  can  fix  it  up  all  right,  if 
you  want  to,  and  there’s  something  in 
it  for  you,” 

He  saw  at  once  that  his  last  obser- 
vation had  overshot  its  mark,  for  Macon 
colored  and  retorted,  “Situated  as  we 
are,  we  need  hardly  accept  favors  from 
the  management  of  the  Canarsie  at  this 
stage  of  life’s  game.  We’re  for  the  under 
dog  every  time,  and  you  may  go  hang, 
or  look  elsewhere  for  assistance.”  Then 
he  laughed.  “Meanwhile  don't  let 
this  keep  you  from  accepting  Macon 
Brothers’  invitation  to  lunch  at  Cran- 
ston’s. The  fare  is  excellent,  as  you 
know,  and  we  can  forget  all  this  in  a 
good  feed.” 

Bangs  had  been  hit  in  a vulnerable 
spot.  Lunch  alone  he  could  have  any- 
where, but  there  had  never  yet  been 
known  a day  so  tedious  or  depressing 
that  he  would  not  lay  aside  business,  or 
even,  as  in  this  case,  make  a truce  with 
an  enemy,  if  by  so  doing  he  could  enjoy 
a pleasant  hour  in  the  company  of  two 
such  jolly  old  fellows  as  these.  And  thus  it 
was  that  he  accepted,  and  fortunate  it 


is  for  our  story  that  he  did,  or  there  might 
have  been  no  such  happenings  as  there 
were. 

“Cranston’s”  was  the  usual  business 
men’s  lunch,  of  the  first  order.  That 
doesn’t  imply  that  the  first  order  was 
filled  first.  Oh  no.  The  patrons  had 
plenty  of  time  in  which  to  look  out  on 
the  maelstrom  of  humanity  that  hurtled 
past  on  the  greatest  street  in  the  great- 
est city  in  the  new  world. 

To  one  who  could  recognize  its  patrons 
the  place  seemed  to  bear  a marked  re- 
semblance to  the  coffee  houses  of  the 
eighteenth  century.  Lawyers,  bankers, 
theatremen,  newspaper  men,  all  those 
temporarily  or  permanently  “on  the 
crest  of  the  wave”  congregated  there, 
and  so  brilliant  and  rapid  was  the  flow 
of  conversation  that  the  satisfying  of 
hunger  seemed  almost  a secondary  con- 
sideration. 

When  the  three  men  with  whom  we  are 
now  concerned  arrived,  the  place  was 
almost  full,  but  through  some  odd  turn 
of  fortune,  a corner  table  near  the  door 
had  been  left  unnoticed  by  those  who, 
in  their  hurry  to  get  a check  and  a smile 
from  the  pretty  cashier,  had  rushed 
up  to  the  desk. 

Bangs  spied  the  table  first,  and  hav- 
ing removed  his  hat,  he  paused  to  scru- 
tinize carefully,  in  the  mirror,  his  elon- 
gated visage,  which,  for  the  past  two 
weeks  had  shown  more  signs  of  care  and 
worry,  than  in  all  the  years  before. 
Disturbed  by  what  he  saw,  he  sat  down. 

Everywhere  about  them  were  evident 
signs  of  the  spirit  of  the  day — hurry, 
and  the  circulation  of  money,  forces 
which  will  die  only  with  America.  Busy 
waitresses,  in  neat  black  and  white, 
fluttered  about  the  tables  like  so  many 
phantoms  in  livery.  Bangs  busied  him- 
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self  with  his  napkin,  and  was  about  to 
glance  at  the  menu  when  “Macon 
Senior,”  with  a twinkle  in  his  eye, 
bowed  graciously  to  someone  on  the 
other  side  of  the  huge  plate  glass  window. 
The  other  two  had  a vision  of  flowers  in 
May,  peaches  and  cream,  and  every- 
thing else  suitable  for  describing  fern- 
nine  charm  and  beauty  of  the  blond 
type.  Such  a girl!  Fortunate  was 
any  man  on  whom  she  deigned  to  smile. 

“Who  is  she?”  asked  Bangs,  in  an 
excited  whisper. 

“That  is  Dorothy  Ward,  the  young 
lady  who  has  been  the  unwitting  cause 
of  so  much  trouble  to  you,  Bangs,”  an- 
swered Nat. 

“Well,  I never!  I don’t  wonder  you 
like  her.  But  who’s  that  with  her. 
Well,  for  the  love  of  Petel”  And  to  the 
manifest  amusement  of  the  diners,  who 
thought  he  was  admiring  the  girl,  the 
theatre  man  almost  hurdled  the  table 
in  an  effort  to  learn  the  identity  of  the 
fair  Dorothy’s  escort. 

He  came  back  soon,  and  apologized 
for  his  abruptness.  “I  thought  I knew 
him,”  he  said,  and  took  his  seat  again. 
The  luncheon  proceeded  undisturbed  to 
its  close.  Several  times,  however, 
Bangs  interrupted  his  thoughtful  rev- 
eries with  a feverish  exclamation  which 
seemed  to  betoken  mingled  surprise  and 
hope.  The  two  old  Macon  brothers 
kept  on  eating,  and  talking,  and  laugh- 
ing— two  living,  glaring  examples  in 
age,  of  the  care-free  spirit. 

At  five  minutes  after  one,  the  three 
left  Cranston’s.  It  was  a matinee  day, 
and  Bangs  had  to  get  back  up  town  to 
one  of  his  theatres, — didn’t  have  to, 
but  wanted  to.  To  tell  the  truth,  he 
was  thinking  hard  about  what  he  would 
do  to  force  the  girl  out  of  the  studio  in 
the  Macon  Building.  Lovely  girl,  and 


all  that,  you  know,  but  this  business  of 
letting  three  hundred  dollars  slip  through 
your  fingers  every  night  could  not  go 
on. 

The  situation  was  surely  an  odd  one. 
To  Bangs,  who  had  been  bred  to  the 
theatre  since  childhood,  the  theatrical 
in  it  appealed  strongly.  Imagine  a 
young  beautiful  girl,  at  the  age  of — well, 
between  twenty  and  twenty-four,  left 
an  orphan  by  a father  whose  estate, 
supposed  to  be  in  the  hundreds  of 
thousands, amounted  to  but  two-hundred 
dollars  when  both  sides  of  his  account 
were  taken  into  consideration.  Some- 
what overwhelmed  by  grief  and  her 
undreamed  of  state  of  po\erty,  but  res- 
olute withal,  the  daughter  had  turned 
to  these  two  old  men,  friends  of  her 
father’s.  Would  they  help  her?  Surely. 
She  wanted  no  assistance  other  than 
advice,  and  the  assurance  that  she 
would  have  friends  on  whom  to  rely  in 
case  of  “shipwreck,”  for  although  self- 
reliant,  she  was  but  a girl,  and  not  at 
all  at  home  in  the  big  world  of  business. 

Her  course  of  action  had  been  decided 
upon.  In  her  time  of  need  she  turned  to 
to  the  god  of  music,  to  see  whether  he 
would  return  some  of  the  many  dollars 
her  father  had  offered  up  as  a sacrifice 
to  him  for  her  music  lessons.  She 
leased  a suite  or,  as  she  called  it,  a 
studio,  and  soon  her  name  appeared  in 
the  lobby  as  “Dorothy  Ward — Voice 
and  Piano.”  For  a time  all  went  well, 
for  she  had  no  pupils.  That’s  a fine 
paradox,  but  its  logical,  for,  when  she 
got  her  pupils,  the  trouble  began. 

Her  neat  little  studio  was  just  across 
a narrow  court  from  the  rear  of  the 
Canarsie,  Bang’s  pet  theatre,  and  both 
of  the  balconies  of  that  theatre  had 
windows  opening  on  the  court.  One  of 
the  city  ordinances  regarding  public 
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buildings  stated  that  those  windows 
had  to  be  kept  open  during  every  per- 
formance. 

When  the  music  burst  forth  one  Wed- 
nesday afternoon,  one  of  the  ushers 
closed  the  windows.  When  the  in- 
specting fireman  made  his  rounds,  he 
ordered  them  opened  again.  The 
ushers  clamorously  tried  to  explain, 
but  to  no  avail.  The  law  had  to  be 
obeyed.  It  was  entirely  too  hot  to 
close  the  inner  doors  shutting  the 
theatre  proper  from  the  balcony  halls. 
An  interesting  state  of  affairs,  indeed. 
The  best  the  ushers  could  do  was  in- 
form the  management  that  people  all 
over  the  rear  of  the  balconies  were  com- 
plaining about  the  noise,  which  made  it 
impossible  for  them  to  hear  the  dialogue 
of  the  play.  And  the  patrons  themselves 
were  not  slow  in  complaining  at  the  box 
office.  Nothing  could  be  done,  the 
management  said,  and  the  price  of  the 
seats  was  refunded  to  all  who  wanted 
it — and  they  were  not  few. 

An  investigation  followed  the  next 
day,  with  the  sole  result  that  the  man- 
agement was  not  better  off  after  it  than 
before.  To  be  sure,  after  an  explana- 
tion had  been  given  the  courts,  the 
theatre  could  have  the  girl  forced  out, 
on  the  grounds  of  restraint  of  trade  or 
some  such  count,  but  that  didn’t  help 
any  just  now.  That  would,  as  Bangs 
had  said,  require  months,  or  at  least 
several  weeks,  and  in  the  meantime  it 
was  going  the  rounds  of  Broadway  that 
the  “best  show  in  town”  couldn’t  fill 
the  house. 

On  the  eve  of  the  second  week  of  the 
disturbance,  Bangs  computed  the  losses 
up  to  that  time,  and  thereby  judged 
what  the  probable  losses  would  be  it 
something  were  not  done  at  once.  He 
decided  that  it  would  be  useless  to  try  to 


sell  a single  seat  in  any  of  the  last  four 
rows  of  either  balcony.  The  noise, 
fortunately,  didn’t  reach  farther  than 
that.  In  each  row  there  were,  on  an 
average,  forty-four  seats,  from  one 
side  of  the  theatre  to  the  other.  Four 
rows  totalled  one  hundred  and  seventy- 
six  seats.  For  the  two  balconies  the  total 
was  three  hundred  and  fifty-two  seats. 
Those  in  the  rear  of  the  first  balcony 
sold  for  a dollar,  while  those  in  the  rear 
of  the  second  went  for  seventy-five 
cents.  The  average,  eighty-seven  and 
one-half  cents,  multiplied  by  three 
hundred  and  fifty-two,  gives  three 
hundred  and  eight  dollars.  This  sum 
was  being  lost  at  every  performance  of 
the  “Blue  Ribbon,”  simply  because  a 
girl  wouldn’t  stop  giving  music  lessons, 
or  wouldn’t  move,  and,  failing  that,  be- 
cause the  Canarsie  Theatre  couldn’t 
close  its  windows  to  shut  out  the  noise. 
Three  hundred  and  eight  dollars  a night\ 
The  eight  dollars  didn’t  bother  Bangs 
in  the  least,  but  the  three  hundred  did! 
And  as  he  went  up  town  he  began  to  see 
light  ahead.  He  had  recognized  the 
fair  Dorothy’s  escort  and  in  him  he  had 
also  recognized  his  deliverer. 

In  the  next  few  days  Bangs  learned 
much  that  surprised  him.  As  one 
might  say,  “the  plot  thickened,”  at  a 
biplane  speed.  The  theatre  man  learned 
that  Dorothy  Ward  had  met  “Stevie” 
Warren  by  chance,  and  that  there  had 
developed  between  the  two  a friendship 
so  intimate  that  but  one  circumstance 
prevented  Stevie  from  asking  Dorothy 
to  be  his  wife.  That  was  the  lack  of  a 
bank  account. 

Warren  was  a young  reporter,  a “good 
fellow,”  and  a thorough  man,  just  out  of 
college.  As  he  expressed  it- ~in  secret — - 
even  within  range  of  his  own  experience, 
there  had  been  too  many  couples  ship- 
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wrecked  on  the  sea  of  fortune  through 
over-confidence  in  the  ability  of  a salary 
to  keep  them  in  a home  and  happiness. 
And  as  a result,  he  had  made  an  early 
vow,  that  no  matter  how  much  he  should 
ever  love  a girl,  he  would  never  ask  her 
to  marry  him  unless  he  had  a “comfort- 
able bank  account.”  He  was  still  wait- 
ing for  it  when  Dorothy  appeared  on 
his  horizon,  and  almost  spoiled  his  pret- 
ty little  vow.  But  he  wasn’t  ready  to 
risk  the  change  in  state  just  yet.  He 
was  sure  Dorothy  was  “a  good  waiter.” 

As  they  passed  Cranston’s  that  after- 
noon when  Nat  Macon  bowed  to  her, 
Dorothy  grew  pale  and  clutched  her 
escort’s  arm.  “Stevie!”  she  gasped, 
“there’s  that  man  who  owns  the  Canarsie 
sitting  there  with  the  Macon  brothers. 
I wonder,” — and  she  broke  off  with  a 
quick  sigh. 

“Don’t  you  worry,  little  girl.  Nat. 
Macon  and  his  brother  won’t  let  them 
put  you  out  of  that  building.  Leave 
that  to  them,”  was  his  reply. 

“But,  Stevie,  I think  I’d  better  move. 
Only  I did  so  like  that  studio.  I’m  only 
staying  through  stubbornness  on  ac- 
count of  the  way  they  came  and  spoke 
to  me  about  it.  If  they  had  acted  like 
gentlemen,  I would  have  given  in  to 
them  at  once.” 

“But  they  didn’t,  and  you’re  not 
going  to  give  in  to  them!”  and  before 
she  could  realize  what  he  intended  to  do, 
he  had  placed  her  in  a Bridge  car  and 
they  were  speeding  back  down  Broad- 
way at  a rapid  rate. 

“Where  are  we  going?”  asked  Dorothy 
submissively,  when  she  could  get  her 
breath. 

“To  ‘Coney,”  was  all  he  said. 

“Why,  Stevie!  What  are  you  think- 
ing of?  It’ll  be  crowded.” 

“Don’t  you  believe  it.  The  people 


who  usually  flock  there  are  at  home 
minding  the  baby,  or  at  work.” 

He  was  not  at  all  pleased  with  an  ac- 
count Dorothy  had  just  given  him  of 
the  way  the  theatre  people  had  treated 
her,  but  he  had  plenty  of  opportunity  to 
cool  off  as  the  breezes  from  way  down  in 

the  harbor  blew  through  the  car. 

* * * * 

Coney  Island  never  was  more  de- 
lightful, although,  in  spite  of  Warren’s 
prediction,  it  was  crowded  enough. 
The  sea  was  a wonderful  blue,  and  the 
clouds  were  as  fluffy  and  white  as  baby 
chicks.  The  first  place  the  two  made 
for  was  an  ice-cream  “emporium.”  They 
were  like  two  kids  let  out  of  school  early. 
Each  armed  with  a couple  of  luscious 
strawberry  cream  cones,  they  set  off 
for  the  “Old  Mill.” 

* * * * 

Back  in  the  city  there  were  thousands 
who  were  not  eating  ice-cream.  One 
of  these  was  Bangs.  He  was  closeted 
with  a detective,  and  after  a somewhat 
lengthy  conversation,  “the  eye”  left, 
with  full  instructions  as  to  what  he  was 
to  do.  At  nine  the  next  night  he  called 
Bangs  up  on  the  phone,  and  reported. 

“Stevie  Warren  would  get  married  to 
the  girl  to-night  if  he  thought  he  could 
afford  it,”  was  his  first  remark. 

“I  thought  so!” 

“And  listen!  I’ve  solved  it.  He  has 
an  uncle  up  state  a ways  who  is  about  to 
die,  and  wants  to  see  him  before  he 
does.  Now  the  old  fellow  hasn’t  any 
money  worth  mentioning  and  so  he 
can’t  leave  Warren  any,  but  here’s  my 
plan.  You’ve  figured  on  losing  twenty-five 
hundred  a week  on  this  deal,  and  that’s 
ten  thousand  in  a month.  That’s  the 
lowest  figure  you  seem  to  be  able  to 
make.  Now,  then,  fix  it  up  with  the 
old  fellow  for  say  about  two  thousand 
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dollars  to  be  given  him  on  the  condition 
that  he  leaves  it  to  our  friend.  The 
uncle  must  die  anyway,  within  a week, 
as  I understand  it;  so  there  you  are.  He 
dies  and  leaves  Warren  our  money; — 
Warren  marries  the  girl;  she  stops  giving 
music  lessons,  and  — ‘nuf  sed.” 

“Say,  Conroy,  you’re  a brick!  Come 
up  and  shake  hands  with  me.  And  if 
you’ll  quit  the  detective  business,  I'll 
give  you  a job  writing  plays  for  me. 
You’ve  got  some  imagination!” 

Conroy  left  on  the  midnight  for 
Drowsy  Hollow.  In  one  of  his  pockets  he 
carried  a check  for  two  thousand  dol- 
lars, to  be  used  as  he  had  suggested. 
At  nine  the  next  morning  he  left  for 
New  York  again.  The  arrangements 
had  been  satisfactorily  made, — as  he 
thought. 

But  the  old  uncle,  after  advice  from 
the  country  doctor  who  was  attending 
him,  hired  a comfortable  auto,  and  was 
driven  to  the  station,  where  he  took 
the  train  which  followed  Conroy’s — to 
the  same  destination. 

The  next  week  the  papers  announced 
that  the  “Blue  Ribbon”  had  been 
moved  from  the  Canarsie  to  the  Butter- 
fly, a theatre  which  had  been  closed  most 
of  the  season.  Conroy’s  scheme  had 
failed. 

The  old  fellow,  wise  according  to  his 
years,  knew  even  that  if  he  used  the 
money,  the  theatre  people  would  not 
want  the  knowledge  of  what  they  had 
done,  to  be  made  public.  A lawsuit  to 
regain  their  two  thousand  would  make 
it  so.  The  doctor  had  told  him  that  he 
would  live  if  he  could  afford  to  engage  a 
specialist,  and  be  operated  on.  Not 
having  the  money,  he  had  decided  to  let 
nature  have  its  way. 

But  now — “money  hath  charms” — he 
was  quietly  convalescing  from  a serious 


operation,  and  would  soon  be  back  in 
Drowsy  Hollow,  as  well  as  ever.  Con- 
roy did  not  feel  his  disappointment  keen- 
ly; however,  Bangs’  remark  about  play- 
writing had  caught  his  fancy.  Some- 
thing was  yet  to  happen,  it  would  seem. 

The  summer  sizzled  by,  and  with  the 
reopening  of  the  theatre  season  in  the  fall 
there  came  a note  to  Stevie  Warren 
with  two  box  seat  tickets  enclosed. 
The  note  cordially  requested  him  to  be 
present  on  opening  night  with  Miss 
Dorothy  Ward.  The  title  of  the  play 
was  “The  Music  Mistress.”  Stevie 
wondered  whether  or  not  David  War- 
field  was  going  to  do  “The  Music  Master” 
in  women’s  clothes,  but  he  checked  his 
curiosity  until  eight  that  night. 

It  was  a wonderful  opening.  Dorothy 
and  Stevie  were  present  when  the  curtain 
went  up  on  the  prettiest  musical  comedy 
New  York  had  seen  for  years.  The 
oddest  part  of  it  all  was  that  the  plot  was 
new  to  everyone  but  just  those  two — 
and  the  Macon  brothers.  For  there,  in 
a somewhat  changed  and  amplified  form, 
were  the  same  set  of  circumstances  that 
had  been  a part  of  their  lives  the  previ- 
ous year,  and  much  that  had  really  hap- 
pened; about  which  they  knew  nothing  at 
all.  For  instance,  the  perfidious  uncle 
was  in  the  play.  To  say  that  they  were 
surprised  would  be  to  miss  the  effect. 
They  were  like  stone  images — paralyzed 
with  wonder.  Surely  this  was  a dream. 

At  the  end  of  the  third  act,  “Stevie” 
was  starting  for  the  manager’s  office  to 
get  an  explanation,  when  an  usher 
handed  him  a note.  Would  he  be  kind 
enough  to  see  the  manager  when  the 
performance  was  over?  Yes,  he’d  be 
kinder  than  they’d  wish  for.  He  had 
to  admit,  though,  that  it  was  a “crack- 
a-jack”  play,  for  all  that. 

The  “show”  over,  Dorothy  waited 
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in  the  lobby  while  Stevie  went  into  the 
“sanctum.”  There  sat  Bangs  and  Con- 
roy!— all  smiles. 

“Mr  Warren,  Mr  Conroy,  the  author 
of  our  little  play.  Mr  Conroy,  Mr 
Warren,  of  the  “Bugle.” 

“What!  Not  Conroy  of  Scott’s  De- 
tective Bureau.  I’ve  heard  of  you 
often!” 

“The  same!  Pleased  to  know  you, 
Mr.  W arren.” 

“Pleased,  I’m  sure.  But  how  do  you 
come  to  be  writing  plays,  and  what’s 
it  all  about,  anyway?  You’ve  got  me! 
I’m  stumped  for  fair.” 

“Well,”  said  Bangs,  “you  recognized 
the  play,  of  course,  and  we’re  so  grate- 
ul  to  Miss  Ward  for  all  the  playing  she 
did  across  the  court  last  year,  and  for 
the  plot  with  which  she  unconsciously 
furnished  us,  that  we  have  a little  pres- 
ent here  for  her,”  and  he  handed 
Warren  a check. 

“Five  thousand  dollars!  But  it’s 
made  out  to  me.  What’s  that  mean? 
You’re  trying  to  have  fun  with  me,  so 
cut  it  out!” 

“Stevie,”  said  Bangs,  with  a laugh, 
and  he  got  up  and  placed  a hand  on  the 
young  man’s  shoulder.  “I’ve  known  you 
since  you  were  a kid,  and  I’ve  always 
liked  you.  That  money  belongs  to  the 
girl,  to  be  sure.  But  you  were  mixed 
up  in  it  all,  and  in  the  play,  as  you 
noticed.  Now  you  want  to  get  married, 
don’t  you?” 

“I  do,”  said  Stevie. 

“Well,  then,  if  I give  the  money  to 
the  girl,  you’ll  be  no  better  off.  She’ll 
have  money,  but  you  won’t,  and  you’re 
so  funny,  you  wouldn’t  marry  her  that 
way.  You’d  think  you  were  fortune 
hunting  on  a small  scale. — Don’t  you  see? 
So  I’m  making  the  check  out  to  you. 
Take  it,  boy,  and  years  of  happiness  to 


you,”  and  he  held  out  his  hand. 

Still  staring  vacantly  at  the  check, 
Stevie  slowly  put  out  his  hand,  as  if  in  a 
dream,  “Bunny,  old  man,”  he  said, 
“I’m  so  happy  I can’t  talk.  But  I 
want  to  try  to  thank  you.  If  you  put 
it  that  way  I can’t  refuse  this.  You’re 
the  best  man  I’ve  ever  known,  and  you’re 
going  to  be  the  best  man  at  the  wedding. 
So  long,  “Lady  Beautiful,”  and  you  too, 
Mr  Conroy.  I’m  going  to  break  the 
news  and  pop  the  question,  and 
thank  goodness  I don’t  have  to  question 
any  pop. 

“Wait  a minute,”  said  Bangs,  and 
he  sat  down  with  a smile  covering  his 
face.  In  a few  seconds  he  had  handed 
Warren  another  check,  in  exchange  for 
the  first,  and  he  winked  at  Conroy,  as 
Stevie  read  it. 

“Pay  to  the  order  of  Mrs.  Stephen 
Warren,  five  thousand  dollars,  and  then 
Stevie  looked  up.  Two  grinning  faces 
met  his,  and  with  a hearty  laugh  and  a 
hurried  “Good-night,”  he  dashed  out 
of  the  office. 

Dorothy  was  standing  where  he  had 
left  her.  Under  one  arm  she  had  a 
complete  score  and  several  songs  from 
the  play. 

“No  more  music  lessons  for  you, 
little  girl,”  said  Stevie  as  he  bounded 
out  to  meet  her. 

“And  why  not?”  she  asked,  arching 
her  eyebrows  in  a most  fascinating 
manner. 

“First  of  all,  will  you  marry  me?” 

“Why,  Stevie!  Are  you  going  crazy, 
talking  like  that  in  a public  place?” 

“Never  mind.  We’ll  soon  get  out  of 
here  and  go  to  Maxim’s,  as  we  did  in 
the  play.  Don’t  you  remember?  But 
answer  my  question,  and  then  you  can 
ask  all  you  want  to.  Will  you  marry 
me?” 
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“Well  if  you’re  in  as  much  of  a hurry 
as  all  that,  I suppose  I’ll  have  to  say  yes. 
Now  then,  what—” 

“Silence,  me  girl,’  quoth  the  villain, 
‘handing  her  the  papers,”  said  Stevie, 
doing  the  same  thing. 

“To  Mrs  Stephen  Warren,  Five  thou- 
sand dollars.  Now  who’s  that?” 

“That’s  you,  of  course,  stupid.  Who 
did  you  suppose?  And  now  for  the 
betrothal  supper,  and  we’ll  talk  later,” 
and  taking  her  arm,  he  led  her  to  the 
street,  just  as  the  little  office  door  clicked, 
and  Bangs  appeared  with  Conroy, 


beckoning  to  Stevie. 

“I  suppose  Mrs  Warren  will  give  up 
her  studio  now?”  he  asked  anxiously 
when  Stevie  came  over. 

“Bet  your  life  she  will!  And  say,  is 
there  a church  open  at  this  time  of 
night?  We’d  like  to  cash  this  check.” 

“You  might  try  “The  Little  Church 
Around  the  Corner,”  said  Bangs,  as 
they  all  disappeared  through  the  big 
central  door,  “just  as  the  lights 
went  out.” 

Harold  J.  Lassell,  *14. 


“PRO  P ATRIA” 


I am  now  an  old  man;  and,  since  I 
cannot  live  much  longer,  I am  going  to 
make  public  this  story  which  I have 
kept  secret  for  many  years.  The  events 
which  I am  going  to  tell  about,  al- 
though true,  attracted  no  notice  at  the 
time  they  happened,  for  reasons  which 
will  be  obvious.  For  this  same  reason 
it  will  be  useless  to  try  to  find  out  who 
the  characters  really  were. 

****** 

“By  the  way,  Jim,”  said  Tom,  “if 
you  aren’t  doing  anything  special  this 
afternoon,  I wish  you  would  come  home 
to  supper  with  me.  We  can  get  our 
lessons  this  evening  and  I’d  like  you  to 
help  me  in  my  laboratory  this  after- 
noon.” 

I,  being  the  one  addressed,  readily  ac- 
cepted, for  it  was  indeed  a pleasure  to 
help  Tom  Arnelson  in  his  laboratory. 

During  nineteen-fourteen  Tom  Arnel- 
son and  I were  classmates  at  the  Latin 
School,  which  then  stood  on  Warren 
Ave.  I was  very  fond  of  Tom.  He 
was  a quiet  fellow, ^"excellent  in  his 
studies,  although  not  a boaster  of  it,  as 


many  were,  and  he  also  had  many  in- 
terests in  common  with  me.  He  frank- 
ly stated  that  he  liked  me  because  I was 
the  only  fellow  he  knew  who  knew  when 
to  talk  and  when  to  keep  still.  His 
greatest  hobby  was  physics,  especially 
electricity.  Mr.  Brice,  then  physics 
teacher  but  now  dead  for  many  years, 
was  very  much  interested  in  him.  He 
declared  that  Tom  had  the  stuff  in  him 
to  make  him  a great  inventor.  How 
his  prophecy  turned  out,  we  shall  see. 

At  the  close  of  school  Tom  met  me 
at  the  statue;  and,  as  we  went  out  the 
door,  he  said,  “Ive  just  been  reading 
the  names  on  that  shield.  I wish  my 
name  could  be  there  after  I ’in  dead 
and  gone.” 

“Why,  Tom,”  said  I,  “y°ure  not 
thinking  of  dying  just  now,  are  you? 
Besides,  there  are  probably  other  men 
just  as  brave  as  those  fellows  who  will 
never  have  their  names  carved  any- 
where. Suppose  you  were  stationed  in 
the  Phillipines,  caught  a fever,  and 
died.  Nobody  here  at  home  would 
write  poems  about  you  or  erect  tablets 
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to  your  memory;  but  you  would  have 
died  for  your  country  just  the  same. 
Those  men  didn’t  volunteer  for  the  war 
and  get  killed  for  the  sake  of  having  their 
names  carved  on  stone  later  on.” 

“That’s  so,  Jim,”  said  Tom,  “I’m 
glad  you  mentioned  that.  I hadn’t 
looked  at  it  in  that  light  before.  How- 
ever, as  Shakespeare  says,  ‘seeing  that 
death,  a necessary  end,  will  come  when 
it  will  come,’  I hope  my  end  helps  my 
country.” 

We  arrived  at  Tom’s  house  about  four 
o’clock  and  spent  the  afternoon  in  his 
laboratory.  This  room  was  a perfect 
wonder  to  me.  It  had  two  long  tiers 
of  shelves  in  the  center,  filled  with  all 
kinds  of  batteries,  engines,  machines, 
siphons,  phials  and  other  things  which 
I knew  nothing  about.  At  one  end  of 
the  room  was  a large  switchboard  while 
the  other  end  of  the  room  contained  a 
glasstopped  table  for  experiments. 

That  afternoon  Tom  brought  out  a 
big  box  containing  an  amateur  wireless 
set.  Wireless  telegraphy  was  then  in 
its  infancy  and  much  of  its  develop- 
ment was  due  to  amateurs.  Tom  was 
very  enthusiastic  over  this  branch  of 
electricity  and  told  me  that  he  thought 
the  future  development  of  electricity 
lay  in  that  direction. 

At  the  end  of  our  four  years’  course 
Tom  went  to  New  York  and  soon  after 
to  Europe.  I went  to  Harvard  and  then 
to  the  Law  School.  Tom  and  I com- 
municated, but  it  gradually  died  down 
to  about  two  letters  a year. 

One  morning,  fifteen  years  later,  as 
I was  taking  the  car  for  town,  the  post- 
man handed  me  a letter,  which  I im- 
mediately put  in  my  pocket.  I was 
then  one  of  the  partners  in  a law  firm; 
and,  as  I was  busy  on  a case,  I 
forgot  about  the  letter  until  I went 
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out  for  my  lunch.  When  I took  it  out 
I was  surprised  to  find  that  it  was  from 
my  friend  Tom.  Here  is  what  the 
letter  said: — 

San  Francisco,  Cal., 
June  2,  1932. 

Dear  Jim, 

Can  imagine  how  surprised  you  will 
be  to  hear  from  me,  as  I have  not  been 
writing  lately.  I have  been  putting 
every  minute  of  the  time  on  a new  in- 
vention of  mine.  It  is  nearly  completed 
and  is  a marvel.  Will  be  in  New  York 
on  June  28  and  wish  you  would  meet 
me  there.  Please  let  me  know  if  you 
can. 

Yours, 

Tom. 

I wrote  back  that  I would  be  there, 
and  on  the  twenty-seventh,  left  for  New 
York.  Tom’s  train  was  due  at  two  on 
the  following  day.  I had  expected  to 
find  him  changed  but  was  hardly  pre- 
pared for  the  change  which  had  taken 
place.  His  once  sturdy  form  seemed 
bent  and  thin.  His  eyes  were  sunken 
and  weary. 

“Hello,  Jim,”  he  greeted  me.  “Sur- 
prised at  my  condition,  aren’t  you? 
Well,  I don’t  wonder.  I’m  just  about 
all  in  and  its  all  on  account  of  my  in- 
vention. But  this  is  hardly  the  place  to 
tell  you  my  troubles.  Do  you  know  of 
any  quiet  place  where  we  can  have  a 
bite  to  eat  and  can  talk  without  being 
overheard?” 

I took  him  up  to  the  Moreland  House, 
ordered  some  lunch,  and  he  began  his 
story.  I’ll  tell  it  in  as  nearly  the  same 
words  as  I can. 

“Well,  Jim,”  he  started,  “as  I said  in 
my  letter,  I’ve  just  completed  a new  in- 
vention. I'll  explain  it  to  you.  It  is 
called  the  wireless  destroyer,  and  is 
based  on  the  theory  of  directive  wire- 
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less  telegraphy  and  the  theory  of  the 
transmission  of  power  through  the  air. 
This  invention  is  the  most  terrible  in- 
strument of  warfare  yet  invented.  Two 
systems  are  used,  one  sending  out  a 
positive  current  and  one  a negative  cur- 
rent. Where  these  two  currents  meet,  a 
spark  occurs.  I have  arranged  the 
systems  in  a small  box  about  the  size 
of  a suit-case.  On  one  side  of  the  box 
is  a rod  with  a slider  upon  it.  The  rod 
itself  slides  from  one  end  of  the  suit- 
case to  the  other.  Here  is  the  invention 
in  a nut  shell.  The  spark  occurs  where 
the  currents  meet.  Imagine  the  box  as 
the  base  of  an  isosceles  triangle  with  the 
apex  at  the  sparking  point.  Now  as  I 
slide  the  rod  forward  it  extends  the 
range  of  the  apex,  and  if  I move  the 
small  slides  from  side  to  side,  it  shifts 
the  triangle. 

Now,  if  one  wishes  to  blow  up  a ship, 
all  that  is  necessary  is  to  turn  on  the 
current  and  experiment  until  the  spark 
occurs  within  the  powder  magazine. 
As  you  know  the  Hertzian  waves  will 
penetrate  anywhere.  The  ship  blows 
up,  apparently  from  causes  within,  and 
no  clue  remains. 

It  has  always  been  my  intention  to 
give  this  invention  to  the  United  States 
Government;  but  I am  afraid  now  that 
it  is  too  late. 

While  I was  working  on  one  of  the 
details  I hired  a Jap  servant  to  work 
round  the  house.  One  day,  coming 
home  unexpectedly  I found  him  in  the 
laboratory,  writing  something  down  in 
a note  book.  I thought  nothing  of  it 
at  the  time  and  merely  ordered  him  not 
to  go  into  the  laboratory  in  the  future 
without  my  permission. 

Two  weeks  ago,  the  night  after  I 
finished  my  invention,  I was  awakened 
by  the  cry  of  fire.  I hurriedly  dressed, 


and,  rushing  from  the  house,  saw  that 
my  laboratory  was  totally  destroyed. 
I naturally  thought  my  invention  had 
been,  but  was  not  worried  since  I had 
kept  all  my  plans  in  a vault  down-town. 
Imagine  my  surprise  a day  later  to  have 
a visit  paid  me  by  three  Japanese,  and 
to  be  offered  the  sum  of  ten  million 
dollars  for  my  invention.  I was  thunder- 
struck, but  of  course  refused.  My  call- 
ers then  haughtily  informed  me  that 
they  already  had  my  invention  and 
simply  wished  me  to  explain  it  to  them. 

I asked  for  time  to  consider  the  matter 
and  was  given  until  July  fourth,  but, 
since  that  day  I have  been  constantly 
shadowed.  If  I only  had  my  machine, 
I should  not  worry,  but,  since  I have  not, 
I am  powerless. 

Therefore,  I have  telegraphed  them  to 
come  and  bring  the  machine  and  that 
I will  explain  it  to  them,  and  also  give 
them  a demonstration  of  its  efficiency. 
Now,  don’t  make  up  your  mind  too 
quickly  about  my  action.  I want  you 
to  come  to  Brooklyn  and  be  present  at 
the  trial. 

Suddenly  Tom  stopped,  and  then 
went  on  in  a low  voice,  “Don’t  look  up. 
My  shadow  has  just  come  in  and  is 
coming  this  way.  I’ll  have  to  leave 
now  but  be  sure  and  be  at  the  Brooklyn 
end  of  the  ferry  at  two  o’clock.”  A 
moment  later  he  went  out,  closely  fol- 
owed  by  a foreign-appearing  man. 

At  last  the  fourth  came.  At  two  I 
was  waiting,  and  within  five  minutes 
Tom  came,  accompanied  by  four  others 
He  walked  up  to  me  and  with  an  air  of 
surprise  greeted  me  as  if  the  meeting 
were  entirely  accidental.  We  started 
to  talk  when  suddenly  one  of  his  com- 
panions growled  something  in  Japanese. 
Tom  nodded  his  head,  and,  grasping  me 
by  the  arm  led  the  way  to  the  street. 
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We  turned  down  a street  that  ran  along 
the  wrater  front.  As  we  passed  one  of 
the  wharves,  a man  called  out  from  a 
window.  Immediately  the  men  turned 
in.  Tom  stopped  me  and  said,  “Here’s 
where  the  test  takes  place.  These  men 
want  me  to  demonstrate  my  machine 
for  them;  so  I’ve  agreed.  I’m  going  to 
blow  up  something  around  here.  They 
will  probably  want  me  to  start  in  on 
that  battle-ship  over  there  in  the  Yard. 
Now  you  go  down  there  a couple  of 
blocks  and  watch  this  wharf.”  As  he 
finished  these  words,  he  winked,  and 
then  held  out  his  hand.  I took  it  and 
was  surprised  to  hear  him  say,  “Good- 
by,  old  man.”  He  generally  said,  “So 
long.” 

I walked  off,  and,  I am  ashamed  to 
say,  had  hard  work  to  keep  down  an 
impulse  to  rush  off  and  telephone  for 
the  police.  Tom’s  wink  was  all  that 
prevented  me.  I went  out  to  the  end 
of  a pier  further  up  the  street  and  sat 
down  to  watch  the  little  house  on  the 
end  of  Tom’s  wharf. 


Suddenly  someone  opened  the  win- 
dow and  waved  to  me.  I recognized 
Tom  and  waved  back.  The  window 
went  dowm. 

A moment  later  a terrific  explosion  oc- 
curred. The  whole  end  of  the  wharf  melt- 
ed aw'ay  into  nothing;  and  I wras  nearly 
knocked  from  my  feet  by  the  force  of 
the  explosion. 

Next  morning  the  papers  reported 
an  explosion,  due  to  unknown  causes,  and 
mentioned  that  five  men  were  believed 
to  have  been  killed,  although  no  trace  of 
them  had  been  found  to  verify  this  be- 
lief. Through  regard  for  my  friend  I 
have  kept  still  all  these  years. 

Well,  my  story  is  ended,  and  I am 
glad  to  have  been  able  to  tell  it.  I have 
nowr  one  question  to  ask  you.  Don’t 
you  think  he  died  as  a true  patriot 
should  and  is  as  fully  deserving  a me- 
morial as  the  brave  men  whose  names 
are  on  the  shield  where  he  once  wished 
his  could  be? 

W.  A.  G.  T5. 


PRIZE  DRILL 


The  Annual  Prize  Drill,  atMECHANics’ 
Building  Thursday,  May  14,  was  a 
distinct  success.  The  weather,  al- 
though at  noon  a trifle  threating, 
was  in  the  end  ideal. 

The  regiment  assembled  in  the  drill 
hall  at  one  o’clock.  The  usual  excite- 
ment of  such  an  occasion  was  evident. 
After  formation  the  initial  order  was 
given  and  one  by  one  the  double  ranks  of 
dazzlingly  white  ducks,  polished  shoes 
and  brasses  moved  squads  right;  then 
by  column  of  squads  into  Warren  Ave. 
and  in  full  company  front  they  were  off. 
Back  and  forth  with  clock-like  regularity 


flashed  the  legs  of  the  marchers  with  an 
effect  pleasing  although  confusing  to 
the  eye. 

At  Mechanics’  Building  the  final 
touches  were  given ; shoes  were  polished; 
chalk  wras  applied  to  any  chance  spots 
that  had  come  to  that  immaculate  duck; 
individual  drillers  practised;  captains 
gave  their  companies  final  instructions 
and  encouraging  words;  new  drillers 
shook  and  said  so ; old  drillers  shook  and 
denied  it,  just  as  they  always  have  done 
and  will  do. 

At  two  o’clock  the  conductor  of  Car- 
ter’s Band  raised  his  baton,  the  music 
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crashed,  and  simultaneously  from  the 
two  doors  marched  the  first  senior  and 
the  first  junior  companies  to  drill.  It 
was  a thrilling  moment,  not  only  for  the 
cadets  and  their  officers,  but  for  every 
person  in  the  building  with  red  blood 
in  his  (or  her)veins,  and  it  must  be  said 
that  judging  by  the  enthusiasm  and 
applause,  the  fair  contingent  had  plenty. 

It  is  not  the  intention  of  The  Register 
to  eulogize  each  individual.  All  did 
their  best  and  the  result  rewarded  their 
effort.  One  of  the  judges  wrote  a very 
complimentary  letter  to  Mr.  Penny- 
packer  praising  the  performance  of  the 
regiment,  which  occurrence  is  without 
precedent. 

The  Drum  Corps  did  even  better 
than  on  Class  Day,  and  that  is  the  best 
praise  we  know.  They  were  warmly 
applauded  and  Drum-Major  Levy  is  to 
be  congratulated  as  well  as  his  men. 

The  Individual  Squad  made  an  ex- 
ceptional showing,  notwithstanding 
the  fact  that  but  little  time  had  been 
available  for  assembled  practise.  This 
good  result  was  largely  due  to  the  faith- 
ful efforts  of  Quartermaster  Hetherston. 

The  program  of  the  day  was  as  fol- 
lows, 

SENIOR  COMPANY  DRILL. 

Company  I — Captain  Gardner  Dun- 
ton. 

Company  E — Captain  Gordon  N. 
McKee. 

Company  A — Captain  Emmanuel 

Nathan 

INDIVIDUAL  DRILL  (First  Round) 
Quartermaster  Hetherston  commanding. 
DRUM  CORPS 

Drum- Major — Lucien  Levy. 

Company  B — Captain  George  C. 
Demeter. 

Company  F — Captain  John  R. 
Campbell,  Jr. 


Company  K — Captain  Bernard  C. 

Gordon 

INDIVIDUAL  DRILL  (Conclud- 
ing Round)  Quartermaster  Hetherston 
commanding. 

AWARD  OF  PRIZES. 

While  the  Senior  companies  were 
drilling  as  indicated,  the  Juniors  were 
executing  the  same  Manoeuvers  at 
their  own  end  of  the  hall. 

JUNIOR  COMPANY  DRILL 

Company  C — Captain  Herbert  L.  Mc- 
Nary 

Company  D — Captain  Thomas  F. 
Ferris 

Company  H — Captain  William  E. 
Daley 

INDIVIDUAL  DRILL  (First  Round 
Quartermaster  Hetherston  commanding 

Company  M — Captain  Morris  Rosen- 
berg 

Company  G — Captain  Daniel  J. 
Harkins 

Company  I — Captain  Richard  J. 
McGinn. 

INDIVIDUAL  DRILL  (Concluding 
Round)  Quartermaster  Hetherston  com- 
manding. 

AWARD  OF  PRIZES 

The  first  prize  was  won  by  Company 
B,  Captain  George  C.  Demeter  of  the 
hirst  Class;  who  accordingly  became 
Colonel  of  the  Regiment,  and  first,  ex- 
ercised his  office  by  commanding  the 
regiment  at  Evening  Parade.  Colonel 
Demeter’s  company  was  one  of  the  best 
that  ever  participated  in  a Latin  School 
exhibition.  He,  his  officers,  and  his  men 
worked  diligently  from  the  beginning 
of  the  year,  with  their  eyes  always  on 
the  goal.  The  entire  school  is  glad  to 
see  unremitting  effort  rewarded. 

For  the  first  time,  there  were,  this 
year,  prizes  for  the  best  drilled  company 
in  each  battalion.  These  were  won  as 
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follows : I n the  first  battalion,  Company 
D,  Captain  Thomas  F.  Ferris;  in  the  sec- 
ond battalion,  Company  G,  Captain 
Daniel  J.  Harkins;  in  the  third  battalion 
Company  I,  Captain  Richard  J.  Mc- 
Ginn. 

The  winners  of  prizes  in  the  In- 
dividual Drill  were  Private  F,  C.  Vogel; 
Sergt.  W.  A.  Dillon;  First  Sergt.  J.  E. 
Martin;  First  Sergt.  L.  P.  Sampson; 
Corp.  F.  A.  Kontoff;  First  Sergt.  E.  D. 
Seely;  Sergt.  M.  Carchia;  Corp.  W.  E. 
Preble;  Private  C.  McGrane;  Corp. 
H.  R.  Kroetsch; 


In  the  Drum  Corps  the  first  prize  for 
excellence  in  bugling  was  awarded  to 
Walter  J.  Gillis  Jr.;  T5  for  excellence  in 
drumming  to  J.  H.  S.  Monaghan  T5. 

Evening  parade  was  conducted  with 
precision.  The  solemnity  of  the  oc- 
casion impressed  itself  on  all.  As  the 
bugler  sounded  taps,  the  flag  was 
lowered,  the  audience  rose,  a hush  spread 
over  all,  then  at  the  order,  the  com- 
panies marched  from  the  floor.  The 
galleries  were  emptied,  and  the  Prize 
Drill  of  1914  was  ended. 


ROSTER  OF  THE  REGIMENT 


Colonel: — George  C.  Demeter, 
Regimental  Adjutant: — FrancisJ.  Whe- 
lan. 

Quartermaster: — Victor  M.  Hether- 
ston. 

Commissary  Officer: — Emmanuel  Na- 
than. 

Regimental  Sergeant  Major: — Brewster 
E.  Littlefield. 

Color  Sergeant: — William  A.  Quinn. 
Drum  Major: — Lucien  Levy. 

FIRST  BATTALION. 

Major: — Thomas  F.  Ferris. 

Battalion  Adjutant: — Norman  Vigdor. 

A COMPANY 

Captain: — Abraham  M.  Sonnabend. 
Lieutenant: — Paul  Powers. 

Lieutenant: — Philip  Bolster. 

B COMPANY. 

Captain: — Arthur  R.  Nelson. 
Lieutenant: — Joseph  M.  Hunt. 
Lieutenant: — Edward  J.  Fitzgerald. 
C COMPANY. 

Captain: — Herbert  L.  McNary. 
Lieutenant: — Max  C.  Ginsberg. 
Lieutenant: — Arthur  F.  Fay. 


D COMPANY. 

Captain: — Cutter  P.  Davis. 
Lieutenant: — Emerson  W.  Woodward. 
Lieutenant: — Thomas  H.  Greenberg. 

SECOND  BATTALION. 

Major: — Daniel  J.  Harkins. 

Battalion  Adjutant: — Frank  C.  Mc- 
Carthy. 

Sergeant  Major: — Harry  Sherman. 

E COMPANY. 

Captain: — Gordon  M.  McKee. 
Lieutenant: — Arthur  D.  Ahearn. 
Lieutenant: — Robert  A.  Young. 

F COMPANY. 

Captain: — John  R.  Campbell,  Jr. 
Lieutenant: — Paul  F.  Devine. 
Lieutenant: — Cornelius  L.  Parker. 

G COMPANY. 

Captain: — Herman  Dana. 

Lieutenant: — James  E.  Martin,  Jr. 
Lieutenant: — Walter  IT  Rolan. 

H COMPANY. 

Captain: — William  E.  Daley. 
Lieutenant: — Martin  W.  Newman. 
Lieutenant: — James  K.  Godkin. 

THIRD  BATTALION 
Major: — Richard  J.  McGinn. 
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Battalion  Adjutant: — James  L.  Dwyer. 
Sergeant  Major: — James  S.  Reardon. 
I COMPANY. 

Captain: — Gardner  Dunton. 
Lieutenant: — Danforth  B.  Lincoln. 
Lieutenant: — Julius  I.  Nesson. 

K COMPANY. 

Captain: — Bernard  C.  Gordon. 
Lieutenant: — Everett  J.  Jenkins. 


Lieutenant: — Haskell  Master. 

L COMPANY. 
Captain: — John  J.  O’Leary. 
Lieutenant: — Joseph  D.  Sheehan. 
Lieutenant: — Bennett  Solomon. 

M COMPANY. 
Captain: — Morris  Rosenberg. 
Lieutenant: — Sol  Yesner. 
Lieutenant: — Alfred  Cohen. 


HISTORY  OF  THE  CLASS  OF  1914. 


Allison , Dwight  Leonard — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  the  Emerson  Grammar  School. 

Bacon , Robert  Sears — Entered  the 
Fourth  class  from  the  Roxbury  Latin 
School;  was  a member  of  drum-corps 
1911-12;  Assistant  Editor  of  The  Reg- 
ister, 1914. 

Baker,  Richard  Merriam — Entered  the 
Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  the  George 
Putnam  Grammar  School;  won  modern 
prize  in  1910;  received  a fidelity  prize 
in  1912. 

Berman,  Harry  Benjamin — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Class  in  1910  from  the 
Sherwin  Grammar  School. 

Burns,  Julius  Isidor — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  the  Christopher  Gibson  School; 
was  member  of  Class  Glee  Club  in  1913; 
was  lieutenant  in  Company  D,  1914; 
and  a member  of  the  Photograph 
Committee,  1914. 

Blum,  Jacob — Entered  the  Out-of- 
Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes  School;  won  fidelity 
prize  in  1911-12;  lieutenant  Co.  D, 
1914;  member  of  Class-Day  Committee 
1914. 

Brunck,  William  Rudolph — Entered 
the  Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  the  Jefferson  School. 


Cahill,  Raymond  Thomas — Entered 
the  Out-of-Course  Third  Class  from 
West  Roxbury  High  School;  was  a 
member  of  the  Football  Team,  1913, 
Hockey  Team  ; 1 2 , T 3 , T4, Captain  Hock- 
ey Team,  1914;  member  of  Dance 
Committee  and  1914,  Class  Glee  Club  13, 

Campbell,  John  Ray,  Jr. — Entered 
the  Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in 
1909  from  St.  Peter  School,  won  class- 
ical prizes  in  1912;  was  lieutenant  and 
captain  of  Company  G.  1913,  Captain 
of  Company  F,  1914.  Was  a member 
of  the  swimming  team  in  1913-14,  Cap- 
tain 1914.  Was  a member  of  the  tennis 
team  1914.  Was  a member  of  the 
dance  committee  1914. 

Chadsey,  Horace  Marsh — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Class  IV  in  1910  from 
Rockland,  Maine,  Grammar  School. 
Won  classical  and  approbation  prizes  in 

1910- 11;  modern  and  approbation  in 

1911- 12;  modern  in  1912-13.  Member 
of  the  Pin  Comm,  in  1914.  Assistant 
Editor  of  The  Register  1913-14. 

Cody,  Francis  Theodore — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  Mather  Grammar  School ; won 
classical  and  approbation  prizes  in  1910- 
11,  1911-12,  1912-13. 

Cohen,  Paid  Howard — Entered  the 
sixth  class  in  1908  from  Philips  Brooks 
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School;  won  individual  prize  and  in 
1912  a lieutenant’s  prize.  In  1913  re- 
ceived a fidelity  prize. 

Connolly,  Myles  Edward — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  Sherwin  Grammar  School.  Mem- 
ber of  baseball  squad  1914. 

Cook,  Willard  Morse — Entered  the 
Sixth  Class  in  1908  from  the  Lowell 
Grammar  School;  was  lieutenant  in 
H Co.  1912-13;  was  member  of  the 
Baseball  Team  in  1913  and  1914;  was 
a member  of  the  Track  Team  in  1914.- 

Daley,  William  Edward — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  John  A.  Andrew  School;  won 
fidelity  prize  in  1912;  lieutenant  in 
Co.  B 1912-13;  captain  of  Co.  H 1913- 
1914. 

Dana,  Herman — Entered  the  Out-of- 
Course  Fourth  Class  from  the  Lewis 
Grammar  School  in  1910;  won  an  ap- 
probation prize  in  1910-11,  1911-12, 
1912-13;  won  a classical  prize  in  1910- 
1911,  1911-12,  1912-13;  won  a reading 
prize  in  1912-13;  was  a member  of  the 
school  orchestra  in  1911-12,  1912-13; 
was  lieutenant  in  Co.  M in  1912-13; 
was  member  of  committee  of  arrange- 
ments, prize  drill,  1914;  was  lieutenant 
and  captain  of  Co.  G 1913-14;  wrote 
the  music  to  the  class  song,  1914;  was 
a member  of  The  Register  staff,  1913-14. 

Daniels,  Ira  Melvin — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  the  Hugh  O’Brien  Grammar 
School;  won  fidelity  prize  in  1910. 

Demeter,  George  Constantine — Entered 
the  Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in 
1910  from  the  Dwight  Grammar  School; 
won  a fidelity  prize  in  1911-12;  was  a 
member  of  the  Track  Team,  1912,  1913, 
1914;  was  lieutenant  in  company  I, 
1912-13;  was  chairman  of  the  class 
day  committee  and  a member  of  the 
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class  glee  club  in  1914;  was  captain  of 
co.  B.  and  colonel  of  the  regiment  1914. 

D olson,  Joseph  Harold — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  t 
from  Dwight  Grammar  School;  was 
member  of  Football  Team  1912-13; 
was  member  of  Baseball  Team  1912, 
1913,  1914;  was  member  of  Swimming 
Team  1912;  was  member  of  pin  commit- 
tee and  Track  Team  1914. 

Donovan,  James  Augustus — Entered 
the  Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1909 
from  the  Lawrence  Grammar  School; 
was  member  of  Class  Glee  Club. 

Dougher,  Edward  William — Entered 
the  Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in 
1910  from  the  Hugh  O’Brien  School; 
was  lieutenant  of  company  L in  1913. 

Dowling,  William  Francis — Entered 
the  Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in 
1908  from  the  Bigelow  School. 

Dunton,  Gardner  (“Farmer") — En- 
tered the  Sixth  Class  in  1908  from  the 
John  D.  Runkle  School  of  Brookline; 
was  member  of  School  Glee  Club  1910, 
1911;  won  classical  prize  1910;  won 
modern  prizes  in  1911  and  1913;  was 
member  of  Mandolin  Club,  assistant 
manager  of  Football  Team  and  lieu- 
tenant in  Co.  E 1913;  was  “bow”  on 
Second  Crew,  1912-13,  on  First  ( rew 
1914;  was  member  of  Track  Team 
1912-13-14;  was  manager  of  Football 
Team,  chairman  of  dance  committee, 
Athletic  Editor  of  The  Register  and 
captain  of  1 Co.;  was  member  of 
Class  Glee  Club,  1914. 

Elz,  George  Adolph — Entered  the 
Sixth  Class  in  1908  from  the  Lowell 
School. 

Ferris,  Thomas  Frederick — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1909  from 
the  Mather  Grammar  School;  won 
classical  prize  in  1910,  fidelity  prize  in 
1911;  was  lieutenant  in  D company 
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1912,  captain  of  D company  1913;  won 
first  battalion  prize  in  1914;  major  of 
first  battalion  in  1914. 

Fine , Joseph — Entered  the  Out-of- 
Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  the 
Emerson  School;  was  a member  of 
Track  Team  1912,  1913  and  1914. 

Fitzgerald,  Charles  Stanislaus — En- 
tered the  Sixth  Class  in  1908  from  St. 
John’s  Grammar  School;  was  member  of 
Baseball  team  in  1913  and  1914;  Foot- 
ball team  in  1913;  Track  team  1913; 
won  prize  for  individual  drill  1913, 
chairman  of  pin  committee,  1914. 

Fogg , Wendell  Frederick — Entered  the 
Fourth  Class,  Sept.  1910,  from  Chris- 
topher Gibson  Grammar  School;  was 
member  of  Debating  Club  1913  and 
1914;  was  member  Debating  Team 
1912-13. 

Gilpatric,  Fred  Cook,  Jr. — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  from  Gil- 
bert Stuart  School  in  1910;  received 
fidelity  prize,  1910;  was  member  of 
Track  Team,  1912-13-14;  was  member 
of  class  day  committee,  1914. 

Ginsberg,  Max  Samuel — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  from  the 
Victoria  St.  School,  Toronto,  Ontario, 
Canada,  1910;  was  lieutenant  Co.  C; 
was  member  of  Class  Glee  Club  in 
1914. 

Gordon,  Albert  Isidor — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910; 
from  the  Lewis  School;  was  member  of 
Class  Glee  Club  in  1914. 

Gordon,  Bernard  Charles — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1909 
was  lieutenant  of  Co.  1 1912-13;  was 
Captain  Co.  K 1913-14;  was  runner- 
up  in  tennis  tournament  1911-12;  was 
winner  1913;  captain  Tennis  Team 
1914. 

Greene,  Clarence  Walter — Entered  the 
Out-of'Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 


from  the  Thomas  N.  Hart  School. 

Gross,  William  Louis — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 

from  the  William  E.  Russell  School. 

Guay,  William  Charles — Entered  the 
Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  the  Tracy 
School,  Lynn;  won  a classical  prize  and 
an  approbation  prize  in  1910-11;  won 
modern  prize  in  1911-12,  1912-13 

1913  1914. 

Harkins,  Daniel  Joseph — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 

from  the  William  E.  Russell  School; 

received  a fidelity  prize  in  1911;  was 
lieutenant  in  L Co.  1912-13  and  after 
prize  drill  1913  was  captain  of  L Co.; 
was  captain  of  G Co,  1913-14,  which 
won  the  prize  for  the  second  battalion 
and  after  prize  drill  1914;  was  major 
of  the  second  battalion;  was  vice- 
president  and  secretary  of  the  De- 
bating Club  in  1913-14. 

Heller,  Jacob  Melvin — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 

from  the  Lewis  School;  received  a 
fidelity  prize  in  1911 ; won  a prize  for  an 
English  essay  in  1912;  was  associate 
editor  of  The  Register  in  1912-13;  wrote 
essay  on  “Washington,  the  Man,”  1914. 
Hetherston,  Victor  Montgomery, — Entered 
the  Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  Rice  School;  received  fidelity  prize 
in  1913;  lieutenant  of  A Co.  in  1913; 
captain  and  regimental  quarter-mas- 
ter in  1914;  member  of  individual  squad 
in  1912;  stroke  of  2d.  crew  in  1914;. 
member  of  Debating  Club  in  1913 

Hicks,  James  Alfred — Entered  the  Out- 
of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  the 
\\m.  E.  Russell  School;  won  modern 
prize  in  1911  and  fidelity  prize  in  1913. 

Israel,  Myer — Entered  the  Out-of 
Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  the 
Philips  Brooks  School;  won  an  individ- 
ual drill  prize  in  1913. 
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Jolles,  Edmund — Entered  the  Out-of- 
Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  the 
George  Putnam  School. 

Kerr , William  Lane — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910, 
from  Thomas  N.  Hart  School;  won  an 
individual  prize  in  1913. 

Kielty,  Ralph — Entered  the  Out-of- 
Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  the 
Bennett  Grammar  School,  Brighton; 
won  a fidelity  prize  in  1910;  coxswain 
of  the  crew  in  1912-13;  captain  and 
cox.  of  crew  in  1913-14;  manager  Track 
Team  in  1913-14. 

Kiggen,  John  Augustine  Jr. — Entered 
the  Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  the  Greenwood  Grammar  School, 
Hyde  Park  ; was  member  of  the  De- 
bating Club  1912;  Asst.  Mgr.  Base 
Ball  Team  in  1913;  Mgr.  Base  Ball 
Team  1914;  member  of  Dance 
Committee  1914. 

Kiley,  Arthur  Joseph — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1909 
from  Bennet  Grammar  School;  won  a 
classical  prize  in  1912. 

King,  Paul  Charles — Entered  the  Out- 
of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  the 
Mather  Grammar  School. 

Kirkwood,  William  Francis — Entered 
the  Sixth  Class  in  1908  from  the  Bige- 
low School,;  was  treasurer  of  the  class 
day  committee  1914. 

Laird,  David  Sidney — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  Amherst  Academy,  Amherst,  N.  S; 
Track  Team  1912-13,  captain  1914. 

Lee,  John  Joseph — Entered  the  Out- 
of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  the 
Frederick  W.  Lincoln  School ; won  fidelity 
prize  in  1911  and  classical  prize  in  1913. 

Leggett,  Robert  Cameron — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  the  Gilbert  Stuart  Grammar 
School;  won  modern  prize  in  1910  and 
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1911,  classical  prize  in  1911  and  1912. 

Levine,  Carl  Abraham — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  the  Emerson  Grammar  School; 
received  a modern  prize  in  1912  and 
1913;  was  member  Class  Glee  Club 
1914. 

Lundegren,  Frank  Dillon — Entered 
the  Sixth  Class  in  1908  from 
Roger  Wolcott  School;  received  modern 
prize  in  1909;  member  Class  Glee  Club 
1914. 

McGrath,  Francis  Dolan — Entered 
the  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from 
Roxbury  Latin  School ; won  mod- 
ern prize  in  1911-12;  was  a member  of 
Track  Team  in  1913  and  1914. 

Me  Kee,  Gordon  Norfolk — Entered 
the  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from 

the  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  Gram- 

mar School;  received  modern  prize  in 
1912;  was  member  Class  Glee  Club 
1914;  captain  of  E.  Co.  1914. 

McNary,  Herbert  Louis — Entered  1909 
from  Thomas  N.  Hart  School;  lieutenant 
in  Co.  C,  1912-13;  captain  of  Co,  C. 
1913-14. 

Madden,  John  Joseph,  Jr. — Entered 
in  1910  from  John  A.  Andrew  School; 
member  of  Hockey  Team  1910-11, 

1914;  manager  in  1912;  captain 
1913;  captain  of  Co.  K,  1913; 

member  of  Latin  School  Orchestra  in 
1911-12-13;  President  of  the  Class  of 
1914. 

Mahoney,  William  James — Entered 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1909 
from  the  Sherwin  School;  received  a 
fidelity  prize  in  1911,  was  first  sergeant 
in  Company  C;  won  individual  drill 
prize  in  1912;  member  of  Class 
Glee  Club  in  1914. 

May,  Richard  Arnold— Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1909 
from  the  Mather  School;  member  of 
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Glee  Club  in  1910;  received  a fidelity 
prize  in  1912;  was  assistant  business 
manager  of  ‘ ‘ The  Register"  in  1913-14. 

Mazer , Harry — Entered  the  Out-of- 
Course  Third  Class  in  1911  from  the 
Putnam  High  School,  Putnam,  Conn; 
was  a member  of  Class  Glee  Club  in 
1914. 

Mulcahey,  John  Francis — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1909 
from  Agassiz  Grammar  School ; mem- 
ber of  Glee  Club  of  1910-11;  was  3rd 
sergeant  1913. 

Murphy,  John  Joseph,  Jr. — Entered 
the  Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  from 
Harvard  Grammar  School  in  1910; 
entered  the  Drum  Corps  in  1912  as 
drummer  and  became  3rd  sergeant  in 
1913;  was  member  of  Glee  Club  in  1911 
and  Class  Glee  Club  in  1914. 

Nathan,  Emanuel — Entered  the  Sixth 
Class  in  1908;  made  crew  1913;  received 
approbation  and  classical  prize  in 
6th  class;  fidelity  prize  in  fifth  class; 
classical  prize  in  fourth  class;  captain 
of  A company;  later  ordnance  officer 
with  rank  of  captain;  received  no  marks 
for  misconduct  during  6 years. 

Neilon,  John  Stanislaus — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  the  Mather  School;  was  a member 
of  Glee  Club  1914. 

Newman,  Martin  Wolfe — Entered  Out- 
of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  the 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  School;  lieuten- 
ant in  Company  H in  1913-14;  mem- 
ber of  prize  drill  committee  in  1914. 

O'Brien,  Alfred  Lawrence — Entered 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  the  Hugh  O’Brien  School;  lieuten- 
ant in  company  L,  1913. 

O'Connor,  Harry  Michael — Entered 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  Frederick  W,  Lincoln  School; 
Class  Poet  1914;  member  of  Glee  Club 
in  1914. 


O'Keeffe,  Daniel  Joseph — Entered 
Latin  School  in  1910  from  St.  Francis 
de  Sales  School;  won  a modern  prize 
1910-11;  member  of  Baseball  and  Foot- 
ball Teams  in  1912-13,;  member  of 
Track,  Baseball,  and  Football  Teams, 
1913-14. 

Parker,  Cornelius  Linwood — Entered 
Latin  School  in  1908  from  Henry  L. 
Pierce  School;  lieutenant  Co.  F.  1914. 

Rosenberg,  Morris — Entered  Out-of- 
Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  Lewis 
School;  lieutenant  in  Co.  M,  1912, 
1913;  captain  of  Co.  M,  1913-14; 
member  of  Class  Glee  Club  and  Class 
Photograph  Committee,  1914. 

Schon,  Marcus  David  Henry — Entered 
the  sixth  class  in  1907  from  the  W’endell 
Phillips  School;  was  lieutenant  and  cap- 
tain of  Company  G in  1913;  was  cap- 
tain of  company  E in  1914. 

Skinner,  Joseph — Entered  the  4th 
class  in  1910  from  the  Chapman  School. 

Sonnabend,  Abraham  Morris — En- 
tered the  Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class 
from  the  Lewis  School  in  1910;  won  a 
classical  prize,  in  1910-11;  won  classi- 
cal and  approbation  prizes,  1911-12; 
was  lieutenant  in  Co.  K,  1912-13; 
lieutenant  in  Co.  A,  in  1913-14; 
captain  of  Co.  A,  in  1914;  member 
of  Class  Glee  Club,  of  committee  of 
arrangements  for  Prize- Drill,  and  of 
dance  committee,  1914;  was  Busi- 
ness manager  of  The  Register,  in  1914. 

Stanwood,  Eldon  Guild — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1911  from 
the  Brunswick  Maine  High  School ; was 
an  associate  editor  of  The  Register, 
a member  of  the  Debating  Team 
and  lieutenant  in  Company  I 1912-13; 
was  Class  Secretary,  lieutenant  in  Co. 
A,  Class  Day  orator,  and  editor-in- 
chief  of  The  Register  1913-14. 

Sullivan,  Edward  Michael — Entered 
the  Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
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from  the  Wm.  E.  Russell  Grammar 
School;  was  a member  of  the  Class  Glee 
Club  and  of  the  class  day  committee 
in  1914. 

Sullivan , John  Francis — Entered  the 
Sixth  Class  in  1908  from  the  Wm.  E. 
Russell  Grammar  School;  was  a member 
of  the  Baseball  Team  in  1914;  was 
sergeant-major  in  1913. 

Washburn,  Walter  Bailey — Entered 
the  Sixth  Class  from  the  Mary  Hemen- 
way  Grammar  School;  won  a fidelity 


prize  in  1907-1908;  was  a drum  sergeant 
in  the  drum  corps  1912-13. 

Wise,  Henry — Entered  the  Out-of- 
Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910  from  the 
Dwight  Grammar  School ; was  a member 
of  the  Class  Glee  Club  and  chairman 
of  the  photograph  committee. 

Wolf  man,  Abraham  Max — Entered  the 
Out-of-Course  Fourth  Class  in  1910 
from  the  Philips  Brooks  Grammar 
School. 


PRIZE  DECLAMATION. 


The  Annual  Prize  Declamation  was 
held  at  2 p.  m.  on  Friday,  June  5,  in  the 
hall.  The  program  was  excellent  and 
the  competition  close.  The  speakers  and 
their  selections  were  as  follows: — 

1.  Norman  James  Thrope, — The  Last 
Lesson  in  French — Anon. 

2.  Frederick  Weiner, — Virtue  Be- 
fore Riches — Socrates. 

3.  Donald  Howard  Powers, — Amer- 
ica— Anon. 

4.  Herbert  George  William  Sun- 
delof — The  Smack  in  School — Palmer. 

5.  Walter  Henry  Bieringer,— 
Verres  Denounced — Cicero. 

6.  Charles  Anthony  McCarron, — - 
The  American  Flag — Beecher. 

7.  Frederick  Clifton  Packard,  Jr. — - 
The  Execution  of  Rodriguez — Davis. 

8.  John  Francis  McCann, — Gual- 
berto’s  Victory — Donnelly. 

9.  Frederick  Francis  Keough, — Our 
Country’s  Ensign — Sumner. 

10.  William  Henry  Ropes, — Keen- 
an’s Charge — Lathrop. 

11.  Henry  Lyman  Seely, — Tous- 
sai  n t L ’ O uver t u re — Ph  Mips 

12.  Morris  Rosenberg, — Defence  of 


Massachusetts — Burlingame. 

13.  Edward  Dean  Seeley, — On  the 
Other  Train — Anon. 

14.  Robert  Cameron  Leggett,— The 
Spell  of  the  Yukon — Service. 

15.  Herbert  Whiteside  O’Neil, — 
The  Old  South  and  the  New — Grady. 

16.  Frank  Henry  Andrew, — The 
Tomb  of  Napoleon — Ingersoll. 

The  Judges  were; — William  Copley 
Winslow  ’59;  Horace  Bumstead  ’59; 
George  Augustus  Goddard  '61 ; Alfred 
Clarence  Vinton  ’62;  Matthew  Vassar 
Pierce  ’73;  James  Brainerd  Field  ’76; 
Phineas  Camp  Headley  ’76;  William 
Stanford  Stevens  '76;  Homer  Howells 
Harbour  ’02;  Leon  Strauss  '02. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  declamations 
Mr.  Pennypacker  announced  the  prize- 
winners of  the  year,  in  the  following 
order: — -I.  For  Excellence  in  Classical 
Studies: — 

For  Excellence  in  Classics: — 

Victor  Montgomery  Hetherston, 
Francis  Theodore  Cody,  Herman 
Dana,  Arthur  Flint  Fay,  Walter 
Sabin  Levenson,  Harold  Theodore 
Tisdale,  Saul  Yesner,  Joseph  Barin 
Nathan,  Arthur  William  Marget, 
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Walton  Brooks  McDaniel,  2nd, 
James  Samuel  Wilson,  William 
Allen  Denker,  Edward  Hatton 
Gallup,  Jr.,  Bernard  Joseph  Duffy, 
William  Henry  Dunphy,  William 
Abbott  Hefler,  Joseph  Gerald 
Kerrigan,  Roy  Edward  Larsen, 
Paul  Landers  Hanson,  Thomas 
Drake  Barry,  Carl  Arthur  Benander, 
Malcolm  Dexter  Clarke,  Henry 
Nathan  Wyzanski,  Philip  Francis 
Kenney. 

For  Excellence  in  Modern  Studies: — 

Abraham  Morris  Sonnabend, 
William  Charles  Guay,  Horace 
Marsh  Chadsey,  Arthur  Reynold 
Nelson,  Henry  Norwell  MacIntyre, 
Harold  Sydney  Thompson,  Dan- 
forth  Ballou  Lincoln,  Sidney  Mey- 
ers Bergman,  Ralph  Henry  Lasser, 
Russell  Maryland  Sanders,  Fred- 
erick Whitney  Hall,  William  Nor- 
man Elton,  Hyman  Levin,  Wralter 
Tristram  Lundegren,  James  Edward 
Fahey,  Frank  Lester  Lambert, 
Alden  Haddon  McIntyre,  Freder- 
ick John  Sweeney,  Richard  Ira 
Goodrich,  John  David  Sullivan, 
Maurice  Sidney  Coburne,  Lyford 
Pierson  Beverage,  Fred  W'einer, 
Sherman  Main  Clough. 

For  Excellence  in  Declamation: — 

First  Prize: — Everard  Deane  Seely. 

Second  Prize : — Robert  Cameron  Leggett. 

Third  Prize: — Frank  Henry  Andrew. 

Special  Prizes: — Morris  Rosenberg, 
Frederick  Clifton  Packard,  Jr., 
Walter  Bieringer. 

For  Excellence  in  Reading: — 

First  Prize: — Brewster  Eben 
Littlefield. 

Second  Prize: — Robert  Pierce 
Casey. 

Third  Prize: — Gardner  Dunton. 

For  General  Excellence  in  Conduct  and 
Studies : — 

Saul  Yesner,  Roy  Edward  Larsen, 
Philip  Francis  Kenney,  William 
Abbott  Hefler,  William  Allen  Den- 
ker, Edward  Candlan  Donahue, 


Frank  Lester  Lambert,  William 
Norman  Elton,  Sherman  Main 
Clough,  Gilbert  Wharton  Close 
Cox,  Philip  Tague,  Russell  Mary- 
land Sanders,  Harold  Theodore 
Tisdale,  Emanuel  Geoffrey  Nathan, 
Joseph  Barin  Nathan,  Carl  Arthur 
Benander,  Isaac  Rousinies. 

For  Exemplary  Conduct  and  Fidelity: — 
Harry  Michael  O’Connor,  Al- 
fred Lawrence  O’Brien,  William 
Louis  Gross,  John  Joseph  Twiss, 
Maurice  Hayes  Crosby,  William 
Francis  Morrissey,  Bennett  Solo- 
mon, Gerald  Hood  DeLue, 
Charles  Henry  Stevens,  Jr.,  Ellerd 
Hunt  WTeathever,  Francis  Pat- 
rick Glavin,  Abraham  Tumaroff, 
Thomas  Francis  Luby,  Frank 
Chafee  Vogel,  Albert  Philip  Keeler, 
Joseph  Charles  Bloom,  Andrew  D’- 
Angelo, Israel  Leonard  Golding, 
Cornelius  Thomas  Hanafin  Sher- 
lock, Thomas  Joseph  Kennedy, 
Herman  Reinhold  Kroetesch,  Ed- 
gar Thorne  Farnham,  Samuel 
Bowmann  Maxwell  McConnell. 

For  Original  WTritten  Exercises: — 

For  an  English  Essay: — Robert 
Pierce  Casey. 

For  Translations  into  English: — 

From  Latin  Prose: — Harold  James 
Lassell. 

From  French: — William  Charles 
Guay. 

Honorable  Mention  for  Conspicuous 

Records  during  the  Entire  Course: — 
Of  Perfection  in  Attendance: 

Francis  Theodore  Cody,  4 years 
John  Joseph  Lee,  4 years 
Herbert  Louis  McNary,  5 years 
Of  Conduct  above  Criticism: — 

Francis  Theodore  Cody,  4 years 
Horace  Marsh  Chadsey,  4 years 
Herman  Dana,  4 years 
William  Louis  Gross,  4 years 
John  Joseph  Lee,  4 years 
Emanuel  Nathan,  6 years 
******** 

Gardner  Prize,  Jacob  Melvin  Heller. 
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With  this  number  of  The  Register,  the 
graduating  members  of  the  staff  end  their 
labors  for  this  paper.  We  have  done 
our  best  to  make  this  volume  interest- 
ing to  you.  There  has  been  consider- 
able work  but  there  has  also  been  great 
pleasure.  The  members  of  the  staff 
have  come  to  know  each  other  better, 
and  in  every  case,  the  closer  the  inti- 
macy, the  greater  has  been  our  respect 
and  friendship  for  one  another.  Every 
member  of  The  Register  staff  has  done 
his  duty.  Stories  have  been  forthcom- 
ing whenever  needed,  and  it  must  be 
said  that  the  school  has  been  liberal  in 
its  contributions.  Not  all  have  been 
used,  generally  because  of  lack  of  space. 
We  are  leaving  to  next  year’s  staff  a 
number  of  excellent  articles,  which  for 
one  reason  or  another  we  have  been 
unable  to  publish.  We  hope  that  we 
have  discouraged  nobody  by  our  non- 
acceptance  of  manuscript.  There  are 
but  two  ways  to  win  a place  on  The  Reg- 
ister: One  is  to  write  well;  the  other  to 
show  ability  to  manage  the  business  de- 
partment. In  justice  to  all,  wre  can  ac- 
cept only  the  best  work  and  can  ad- 
vance only  the  most  efficient  workers. 
If  you  have  not  won  a place  this  year, 
try  again.  If  you  do  your  best  and 
show  ability,  you  are  sure  of  your  posi- 
tion, because  The  Register  cannot  afford 
to  overlook  any  real  talent.  It  must 
not  be  thought  that  the  success  of  the 


paper  depends  upon  any  one  or  two 
members  of  the  staff.  The  paper  can- 
not succeed  without  the  unremitting 
effort  of  every  member,  each  in  his 
department.  The  staff  of  this  year  was 
exceptional  in  its  fidelity. 

To  the  next  Editor-in-Chief,  wre  ex- 
tend our  heartiest  congratulations  and 
best  wishes.  We  urge  all  who  may 
find  themselves  on  the  staff  to  do  their 
best  to  make  their  volume  of  The  Reg- 
ister surpass  all  others.  The  appoint- 
ments of  Editors  for  next  year’s  first 
and  second  classes  will  be  made  on  merit, 
some  this  June,  and  some  at  the  first 
of  the  next  school  year. 

5jc  $ ;f:  ;fc  :fc 

Mr.  John  Kendall  Richardson,  until 
last  June  the  Head  of  the  Latin  De- 
partment of  this  school,  wras  writh  us 
Thursday,  May  28,  delivering  a most 
impressive  and  inspiring  address,  as 
the  feature  of  our  exercises  in  memory 
of  the  soldiers  who  died  for  their  country 
in  the  Civil  War.  His  presence  was 
like  the  fresh  breeze  from  the  hills.  In 
these  days  of  many  speakers  and  con- 
flicting ideas,  a statement  of  the  high 
ideals  of  those  wartime  days  raises  us 
to  a realization  of  our  privileges  and 
duties  as  Americans. 

Mr.  Richardson  described  many  in- 
cidents of  the  battle  of  Chancellorsville, 
in  which  he  took  part.  There  were 
instances  of  the  strong  courage,  de- 
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votion,  and  sacrifice  of  the  men.  “Can 
you  conceive  of  a man,”  said  Mr. 
Richardson,  “fighting  beneath  that  flag, 
who  would  think  for  a moment  of  ‘what 
he  was  to  get  out  of  it?”  He  left  with 
us  the  lessons  of  perseverance  and  de- 
votion to  duty. 

The  applause  of  the  school  as  it  rose 
at  the  close  of  Mr.  Richardson's  speech 
made  clear  what  impression  had  been 
made.  May  he  come  many  times  in 
the  future  to  show  us  the  broad  view  of 
life  and  the  high  standards  to  which  his 
many  years  and  noble  spirit  have  led 
him.  $ $ :j:  $ 

The  Annual  Parade  of  the  High 
School  Cadets  took  place  on  Friday, 
May  29.  The  usual  street  parade  con- 
cluded with  the  ceremony  of  review  on 
Boston  Common.  The  column  was 
formed  in  the  following  order; 

Fifth  Regiment 

1st  Battalion — Brighton  and  West 
Roxburv. 

2d  Battalion — So.  Boston  and  E. 
Boston. 

3d  Battalion — Hyde  Park  and  Charles- 
own  . 

First  Regiment 
1st  Battalion — English  High. 

2d 

3d 

Second  Regiment 
1st  Battalion — Public  Latin 
2d 
3d 

Third  Regiment 
1st  Battalion — English  High 
2d 
3d 

Fourth  Regiment 
1st  Battalion — Dorchester  High 
2d 
3d 


All  went  well.  The  weather  was  fine, 
an  east  wind  dispelling  the  hot  wave  of 
the  preceding  two  days.  There  were 
over  3000  cadets  in  line  and  their  gen- 
eral appearance  was  excellent,  as  was 
made  manifest  by  the  applause  of  the 
spectators  along  the  line  of  march.  In 
the  matter  of  steadiness,  individual  car- 
riage and  posture  the  performance  of  this 
year  outranks  any  previous  attempt. 

Governor  Walsh  was  detained  by 
official  duties  at  the  Boston  Normal 
School  and  he  was  represented  by  Act- 
ing, The  Adjutant  General  Charles  H. 
Cole,  Jr.  On  the  Common  the  brigade 
was  reviewed  by  Chairman  Geo.  E. 
Brock  and  other  members  of  the  School 
Board. 

* * * * 

Robert  Chandler  Kelley  B.  L .S.  T3 
former  Editor-in-Chief  of  The  Register 
has  won  a place  on  the  staff  of  The  Har- 
vard Illustrated  Magazine.  He  has  made 
several  interesting  contributions  to  the 
magazine,  besides  doing  other  neces- 
sary work.  As  appointments  to  that 
staff  are  made  wholly  on  a merit  basis, 
determined  by  a specified  number  of 
points  for  each  article  written  or  each 
task  accomplished,  this  distinction 
reflects  much  credit  on  Kelley,  in  which 
all  of  his  friends  delight. 

* * * * 

By'  the  time  this  number  reaches  our 
subscribers,  most  of  them  will  have 
nearly  passed  through  the  ordeal  of  the 
Harvard  examinations.  The  Register 
wishes  the  best  possible  good  fortune  to 
each  and  every'  one. 

* * * * 

Edmund  H.  Sears,  B.  L.  S.  ’70  visited 
the  school  on  May'  7.  He  is  now  the 
principal  of  a girls’  preparatory  school 
in  St.  Louis. 
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Philip  Eliot,  B.  L.  S.  ’13,  former 
Captain  of  Company  B,  died  recently 
at  his  home  34  Glendale  Street,  Dor- 
chester. He  is  pleasantly  remembered 
by  many. 

Arthur  Woods,  B.  L.  S ’88,  the  new 
Police  Commissioner  of  New  York,  has 
been  distinguished  since  his  college  days 
by  his  active  interest  in  promoting  the 
welfare  of  his  fellow  men.  As  a teacher 
in  Groton,  an  organizer  of  boys’  clubs, 
a leader  of  hunting  expeditions,  a news- 
paper reporter,  secretary  of  the  New 
York  Citizens’  Union  and  a leader  in 
the  field  of  the  prevention  of  crime,  he 
has  had-  a remarkable  career.  In  his 
new  office  he  has  simplified  the  system, 
doing  away  with  much  of  the  super- 
fluous red-tape  which  always  hinders 
efficient  service.  He  has  been  made  a 
member  of  the  Honor  Legion  which 


consists  of  men  who  have  risked  their 
lives  for  the  service.  To  this  legion 
Commissioner  Woods  was  admitted  for 
his  act  of  facing  and  knocking  dowm 
the  assassin  who  attempted  to  shoot 

the  Mayor  and  himself. 

****** 

The  following  amounts  were  received 
from  the  various  rooms  in  payment  for 
tickets  for  Prize  Drill:  Room  1,  $1.75; 
Room  3,  $14.25;  Room  4,  $13.50;  Room 
5,  $10.75;  Room  6,  $13.25;  Room  7, 
$10.75;  Room  8,  $17.50;  Room9,  $6.25; 
Room  10,  $11.00;  Room  11,  $12.75; 

Room  12,  $7.00;  Room  13,  $10.50;  Room 
14,  $17.00;  Room  15,  $12.00;  Room  16, 
$15.25;  Room  17,  $7.75;  Room  18, 
$21.50;  Room  19,  $5.75;  Room  20, 
$6.25;  Room  23,  $14.75;  Room  24, 
$12.00;  Room  29,  $1.50;  Room  30,  $9.00; 


THE  CREW  OF  1914 


In  front: — Capt.  Kielty,  Coxwain. 

Left  to  Right,  Seated: — Dunton  (Bow)  Murdough  (No.  2)  Bowen  (No.  3)  Hunt  (Stroke) 
Standing: — Povah,  Hetherston,  Walsh. 

In  rear: — Mr.  George  Brignolia  (Coach.) 


Latin's  athletic  season  is  over,  and 
while  it  has  not  been  a brilliant  one, 
nevertheless,  it  has  brought  forth  a 
great  deal  of  new  material,  especially  in 
the  sophomore  and  junior  classes,  which 
have  been  so  developed  by  Coach  O’-. 
Brien  as  to  form  the  nucleus  of  cham- 
pionship teams  next  year. 

| The  football  team  was  greatly  handi- 
capped by  injuries,  for  all  the  old  players 
were  disabled  at  one  time  or  another, 
and  the  new  ones  lacked  the  weight  and 
experience  to  fill  their  places.  The 
strongest  part  of  the  team  was  the  ends, 
for  Besarick,  Enwright,  and  Fitzgerald 
were  clever  and  speedy.  The  backs 
were  all  good  players,  but  their  average 
weight  was  not  enough  to  be  effective; 
however,  Capt.  McCarthy,  Dolson, 
O’Dowd,  Cahill,  and  E Martin,  did  their 
best,  and  deserve  Latin’s  praise.  Final- 
ly the  blazing  glory  of  the  team  was  the 
line,  for  in  the  English  game,  time  and 
again,  they  held  their  heavy  opponents, 
and  won  the  admiration  of  the  onlook- 
ers. With  two  exceptions,  Cotter 
and  O’Keefe,  they  will  all  be  here  next 
year.  The  guards  were  Povah,  Young, 
O’Keefe  and  Hunt;  the  centres,  Mur- 
dough  and  Captain-Elect  Walsh,  and 
the  tackles,  Cotter,  J.  Martin,  and 
Hamlin. 

The  track  team  did  fairly  well  in 


making  an  even  break,  but  failed  to 
live  up  to  expectations  in  the  Regi- 
mental meet.  Perhaps  the  most  val- 
uable men  were  those  who  ran  the  B.  A. 
A.  relay,  Cousens,  Davis,  E.  Martin, 
and  Moloney,  for  each  of  these  men  was 
a sure  point  winner  in  the  dual  meets. 
Other  men  who  were  aids  to  the  team 
were  Laird,  Fay,  O’Neil,  Povah,  Wardle, 
Godkin,  Gillis,  Fay,  Fine,  Duntley, 
Rice,  McGrath,  Levenson,  Gilpatric  and 
Dunton. 

Owing  to  the  uncertain  weather  the 
hockey  season  proved  a farce,  although 
one  good  game  was  played  in  which  we 
defeated  Brighton  High  3 to  1.  The 
swimming  team  also  evaporated,  for  after 
three  successive  captains  had  left  school, 
their  was  hardly  any  material  left. 

The  baseball  team  started  out  poorly, 
but  developed  its  fielding,  and  won 
several  games,  ending  with  a defeat  by 
English  High.  Lack  of  pitchers 

handicapped  the  team,  for,  although  he 
wras  a veteran,  Dolson  could  not  vTin  every 
game  on  the  schedule.  Captain  Mc- 
Ginn put  up  an  unexcelled  game  as 
catcher,  and  wras  closely  followed  by 
Fitzgerald  at  first  base.  Cook  at  second, 
and  Cousens  at  third  completed  the 
infield,  while  Whalen  not  only  was  a 
fine  shortstop  but  a handy  man  wdth  the 
bat,  also.  In  the  outfield  there  was  a 


THE  BASEBALL  TEAM  1014 


Photo  by  Dunton 

Left  to  Right, — Kiggen  (Mgr.)  Dolson,  Cook,  Sullivan,  Devine,  Whelan.  McGinn  (Capt.)  Cousens’ 

Fitzgerald,  O’Keefe,  Murphy,  Martin. 


Left  to  right,  Back  row: — O'Brien  (Coach)  Fine,  Bower  Fay,  Demeter,  Rice,  Whelan,  O'Keefe,  Wardle,  Levenson 
Middle  row: — Fovah,  McGrath,  Moloney,  Laird  (C  ipt.),  Gilpatric,  Martin,  Gillis,  Dunton,  Kielty  (Mgr.) 
Front  row: — Godkin,  Cimerblatt,  C >usens,  Davis,  O’Neil,  Duntley,  Cook. 
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number  of  good  players,  with  Sullivan, 
a steady  player  both  at  bat  and  in  the 
field,  heading  the  list.  O’Keefe,  E. 
Martin,  Murphy,  Moloney,  and  Devine 
completed  the  squad. 

This  year  tennis  was  revived,  and 
Bernard  Gordon,  the  winner  of  last 
fall’s  tournament,  captained  a team 
which  included  J.  R.  Campbell,  F.  T. 
Murphy  and  J.  J.  Sullivan.  Several 
matches  were  played  with  the  schools, 
including  Quincy  High  and  Milton 
Academy 


Our  first  game  with  a city  team  on 
May  12,  proved  disastrous,  for  owing  to 
several  muffed  flies,  and  the  fine  pitch- 
ing of  Gill  of  the  opponents,  Boston 
College  High  defeated  us  5 to  1. 

In  our  next  city  game,  however,  we 
played  good  ball  and  defeated  Dor- 
chester High  5 to  2.  Our  men  made 
8 hits  off  Gill  of  Dorchester,  against 
their  3 off  Dolson,  although  Gill  struck 
out  7 men  while  Dolson  fanned  only  5. 
For  Latin  school,  Sullivan,  McGinn  and 
Moloney  played  well,  while  Walsh  was 
Dorchester’s  star  man. 


E.  H.  Gallup,  ’Hi of  Room  17  has  been 
appointed  assistant  manager  of  next 
year’s  football  team. 

***** 

The  following  Crew  men  received 
their  L’s:  Captain  Keilty,  J.  M.  Hunt, 
R.  Bowen,  E.  T.  Murdough,  G.  Dunton. 

***** 

The  following  baseball  men  received 
their  L’s:  Cook,  Cousens,  Devine, 
Dolson,  Fitzgerald,  Kiggen  (manager) 
E.  Martin,  Capt.  McGinn,  Moloney, 
O’Keefe,  Sullivan,  and  Whalen. 

On  Saturday,  April  25,  our  baseball 
team  was  defeated  by  Groton  5 to  2. 
Poor  fielding  accounted  for  our  loss, 
while  our  battery,  Dolson  and  McGinn, 
played  very  well. 

The  following  Saturday,  May  2,  we 
journeyed  to  Providence  and  defeated 
Moses  Brown  school  12  to  3.  Dolson 
pitched  a fine  game,  while  our  men, 
especially  Whalen  “found”  the  Moses 
Brown  pitcher,  and  made  many  hits. 

On  Wednesday,  May  (j,  the  strong  St. 
Mark’s  team  by  their  superior  fielding 
defeated  us  8 to  4.  Captain  McGinn 
and_Cousens  played  well  for  Latin. 


BOSTON  LATIN  SCHOOL. 

bh  po  a 


Cousens  3b 3 1 0 

Maloney  2b 3 1 1 

McGinn  c 2 1 8 

Fitzgerald  lb 2 0 10 

Dolson  p 12  0 

Whalen  ss 2 4 2 

O’Keefe  rf 1 0 1 

Sullivan  11  10  3 

Devine  cf  1 0 2 


e 

2 

0 

0 

2 

0 

2 

0 

0 

0 


Totals 


10  9 27  6 


DORCHESTER  HIGH  SCHOOL. 


bh  po  a e 

Faulkner  2b 1 3 2 0 

J.  Orsmle>  3b 2 2 2 1 

Gill  p 10  2 0 

Sullivan  ss 0 0 1 0 

Twitchele  c 2 10  4 0 

E.  Ormsley  If  (Ryan) 1 4 0 0 

Walsh  lb  3 7 0 1 

Williams  cf,  (Frazer) 0 0 0 0 

Danahy  rf  (Clark)  1 1 0 0 


Totals  11  27  11  2 


Runs,  Cousens,  Moloney,  McGinn,  Sullivan, 
Devine,  Faulkner  and  Gill. 


On  Wednesday,  May  21,  our  team 
defeated  Brookline  High  1 to  0.  Sim- 
ilarly to  Huckins’  performance  of  last 
year,  Cousens,  the  first  man  up  for 
Latin,  knocked  a home  run  but  was 
declared  out  for  failing  to  touch  third 
base.  McGinn,  the  next  man  up,  also 
knocked  a home  run,  but  after  that 
Kendrick,  the  Brookline  pitcher,  tight- 
ened up  and  allowed  only  3 more  hits 


Advertise  m e n t s 


Tufts  College 
Medical  School 

The  building  has  recently 

Important  Change  in  Entrance  Requirements. 

Commencing  with  the  session  1914-15  one 
year  of  work  in  an  approved  college,  including 
Biology,  Chemistry  Physics,  and  either  French 
or  German,  in  addition  to  graduation  from  an 
approved  high  school,  or  to  regular  admission  to 
said  college,  will  be  required  for  admission  toTufts 
College  Medical  School. 

For  further  information,  or 
FREDERIC 


T ufts  College 
Dental  School 

been  enlarged  and  remodelled. 

Three-years’ graded  course  covering  all  branch- 
es of  Dentistry.  Laboratory  and  scientific  courses 
are  given  in  connection  with  the  Medical  School. 
Clinical  facilities  unsurpassed,  40,000  treatments 
being  made  annually  in  the  Infirmary. 

for  a catalogue,  apply  to 


M.  BRIGGS,  M.  D.,  Secretary, 
Tufts  College  Medical  and  Dental  Schools, 
416  Huntington  Avmue,  Boston,  Mass. 


HIGH  SCHOOL  SUITS 
WITH  LONG  TROUSERS. 

Made  especially  for  boys  who 
are  going  into  long  trousers  for 
the  first  time--smart  styles, 
fashionable  fabrics  and  service- 
able. 

$7.50.  $io  & $12. 


ADAMS  SQUARE 


Military  Goods 

AT  A SAVING  OF  25c  TO  $1.00 

White  Ducks  85C 

Corporals'  chevrons  35C 

Sergeants’  " 50C 

Best  grade  cap  with  letters,  $1.00 

Also  a great  saving  on 

Privates’  Blouses , Officers’ 
Coats  & Caps , White  Duck  & 
Blue  Serge  Trousers 

ROSENFItLD  4 RAPKIN 

15  School  St. 

Up  one  flight.  BOSTON 


Please  memiiun  “Ihe  Kegisitu”  when  paurutiamt  nui  ad  ver  tisers  . 
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HIGH  GRADE  ENGRAVING 

Ciass  Invitations 

Programs  — Dance  Orders 
Students  stationery  supplies 
Fountain  pens,  Photo  Books 

57-61  FRANKLIN 
STREET 

BOSTON,  MASS. 


Harvard  Dental  School 

A Department  of  Harvard  University 
A graduate  of  the  four-year  course  in 
this  school  admitted  without  examina- 
tions. 

New  buildings.  Modern  equipment.  Large  clinics 
give  each  student  unusual  opportunities  for  practi- 
cal work.  Degree  of  D.  M.  D. 

EUGENE  H.  SMITH,  D.  M.  D..  Dean.  Boston,  Mass. 


This  R.  L.  S.  Pin 


CAN  BE  ORDERED  OF 
A.  M.  SONNABEND  (R.  13) 

OR  FROM  THE  MANUFACTURER 

DOKKETY 

CLASS  PiNS 

MEDALS 
BADGES,  CUPS 
TROPHIES 

DESIGNS  AND  ESTIMATES  SUBMITTED 
FREE  OF  CHARGE.  DEAL  DIRECT 
WITH  THE  MANUFACTURER, 
WHO  HAS  DEVOTED  25  YEARS 
TO  CREATING  AND  MAKING 
ONLY  THE  HIGHEST  GRADE 
GOODS.  ALL  WORK  ABSO- 
LUTELY GUARANTEED 

387  Washington  St. 
BOSTON,  MASS 


BOSTON  YOUNG  MEN’S  CHRISTIAN  ASSOCIATION 


AT  THE  BUILDING 
Out-door  Gymnasium, 
ATHLETIC  FIELD  with 
Cinder  Track  and 
5 TENNIS  COURTS, 

Use  of  Old  American 
League  Grounds  for 
Baseball  League, 

(Balls  and  bats  fur- 
nished free) 

SALT  WATER  SWIMMING 
TANK,  (the  best 
“cooler”  possible 
on  a sweltering 
summer’s  day). 

BICYCLE  TRIPS 


320  HUNTINGTON  AVENUE 

OFFERS  THIS  SUMMER. 

AT  THE  RIVERSIDE 
RECREATION  GROUNDS, 
AUBURNDALE 
Special  rates  for 
Canoeing, 

Tennis, 

Athletic  Privileges 
and  use  of  large 
Open  Air  Swimming 
Pool. 


Address 


AT  THE  CAMPS 
(For  Members  and 
Non- Members) 
BUENA  VISTA,  on  Sandy 
Island,  I.ake  Winni- 
pesaukee,  N.  H. 

CAMP  DURRELL  on  the 
sea  coast  at 
Friendship,  Maine. 
CAMP  BECKET  in 
the  Berkshires, 
Becket,  Mass. 


JAMES  G.  BARNES 


PEARLS  FOR  SPRIN 
Introduced  by 

(iPtaraltrrlain 

Newest  in  Shirts  and  Neckwear 
Revelation  Quality  $2.00  Beaconsfield  Quality  $3.00 

659  Washington  St.,  (Gaiety  Theatre  Bldg! 

637  Washington  St.,  Cor.  of  Boylston  St. 
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PHOTOGRAPHS 

We  offer  to  pupils  of  the 
Boston  Latin  School  a special  dis 
count  of  25%. 

Hotman  Studio 

3 Park  Street,  Boston, 


rhe  Finest  Ice  Cream  Soda 

IN  THE  CITY 

5C 

Epstein’s 

Boston's  Busiest  T)rug  Store. 

SCOLLAY  SQUARE. 

Developing,  Printing 
and  Camera  Suppt  ies 
AT  POPULAR  PRICES. 


To  the  Class  of  1914. 

The  Boy  who  attains  the  highest 
mark  in  the  class  of  1914  will  be 
given  a position  in  our  office  upon 
his  being  admitted  to  the  Massa- 
chusetts Bar. 

STONEMAN, 

GOULD  and  STONEMAN 


48  BOYLSTON  ST. 


A Youhg  Mah  s Ciub 

Opportunity  for  Comradeship  and 
Social  Service 

Gymnasium , 

Library , 

Entertainments , 
Lectures , Clubs, 
Employment. 

MEMBERSHIP 

GENERAL  ....  $1.00  PER  YEAR 

WITH  GYMNASIUM  . . 8 00  “ 

“ *•  (LIMITED)  5 00  “ 

SUSTAINING  . 10  00  “ 

SEND  FOR  CIRCULAR 
FRANK  F.  LOCKE,  PRES’T. 

CHARLES  L.  BURRILL,  SECTY. 


Printing  and  Binding 

We  possess  unexcelled  facilities  for 
editing  and  printing  your  school  or 
college  paper.  Our  plant  is  one  of  the 
largest  and  best  equipped  establishments 
in  New  England,  and  we  are  in  a position 
to  render  you  prompt  and  efficient  ser- 
vice. We  print  a number  of  New 
England  school  papers. 

English  and  French  Monotype  Composi- 
tion. 

OUR  BINDERY  one  of  the  finest  in  the 
East,  is  thoroughly  able  to  handle  repair 
work.  We  make  a specialty  of  Public 
Library  and  School  Library  work. 

SEND  US  A TRIAL  ORDER 

ATHENS  PUBLISHING  CO. 
100  Ruggles  St., 

Boston,  Mass. 
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STANDISH^ 


Arrow 


COLLAR  2 for 25$ 

ClueltPe^^^CaJb^NWbrt, 


161  TREMONT  ST.  BOSTON. 

CLASS  PHOTOGRAPHERS  FOR  1912  and  1913 

During  the  Holiday  season  we  shall  be  very  glad  to  extend 
the  students’  class  rates  (or  Photographs,  to  the  class  of 
1914. 


U.  HOLZER 

(INC.) 

25  Bromfield  St.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

All  kinds  of  Books  bound  and  repaired. 

Maps  and  Charts  mounted. 

Portfolios,  Scrap  Books,  Blank  Books,  etc.,  made  te 
order. 

Lettering  In  Goldi  Paper-Splitting;  Inlaying;  etc. 
Photographs  Mounted  on  Card  or  Paper  without 
Cockling. 
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Telephone 


Elevator,  21  Bromfield  St. 


Charles  Wagner 
Clothing  Co, 

173  Summer  St. 

Wholesale  Clothiers • 

The  Lunches  served  at  the  Boston 
Latin  School  are  produced  at  the — 

New  England  Kitchen 

39--4S  Charles  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 

Conducted  by  the — 

WOMEN’S  EDUCATIONAL 
and  INDUSTRIAL  UNION 


BOUVE  STERLING 
SHOE  STORES 

108  Summer  St. 

122  Washington  St.  13  Water  St. 
634  Washington  St.  14  Spring  Lane 

ALL  THE  POPULAR  STYLES  OF 
FOOTWEAR  FOR  YOUNG  MEN 

$3.00  AND  $4.00 


FIFTY-SIXTH  YEAR 


J.  S.  WATERMAN  & SONS 


INCORPORATED 


U nber  talUr® 

2326  Washington  St.  BOSTON 
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